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THE DOUBLE J)OUBT. 


CHAPTER III. 

setting «lni softly and graduajly retires 
from earth, gildijig it with even its ^ latest ray, 
so doe% Hope steal ^f'rom the hreast its glowing 
beams had enlightened, and leaves for awhilc«the 
reiioction of its influence behind. And long 
round Erilda'^s lone and widowed heart dill the 
spell continue its delusions ; and often deceived 
by Hope’s siren voice t ie still clung to each 
new ])romise, and strove to be again and again 
})Ctrayed. The fatal tidings of Sir Harold’s^ fall 
beneath* Iludolf’s murderous •weapon at length 
reached Sternfels. The anguish of the 'father 
may not be told. How |;hcn attempt to Ses'^ribe 
that (^f the wife*.^ 

Si\ times had the retur|^^ of spiring wakened 
the torpid flowers, and bade the young year 
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rejoice sinc*b the day vhich had seen Enid a 
bereft of him whef was so dear to lier, evtn ir. 
'her despair. Fo^her the sad seasons came and 
went, a»ti scemc/l at eacli return to bring her a 
new’ l(?ad *of sorrow. Rumour with its many 
tongi^es confused and at length overpowered lier. 
A total vacuity^ possessed her mind, and sense 
at length seemed to sleep upon its throfle. But 
even in this state of deadened feeling two excite- 
ments held some pow'er over h^F — her fathei*in- 
law's sootiring attentions, and hgr child's innocent 
’^•ndearments. For these she suppressed many a 
rising sigh and checked many a rushing tear, 
striving to put on the semblance cf a dreary 
gaietj, by which none, however, were deceived; 
and indulging, under favour of night and solitude, 
in the luxury of silent woe. 

Time's untiring chisel continued to trace 
furrows on Count Eberhard's cheeks, and the 
tears of parenfal sdrrow' found ready channels for 
iheir ffo^v. Yet a smile sometimes lightened his 

t • * 

grief- w orn countenance gvhen he, gazed on the 
last-springing charms of his granddaughter, 
who grew more lov\ly^from surrounding woes, 
like the opening leaves of some sweet plant tha: 
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seems to spring from nature's griefs as its slioots 

arc refreshed by weeping (lews. Freda was 

indeed the child of sorrow. Vradlcd in sadness, 

nursed with sighs^ her infancy*was an infancy of 

thought — an*early spring on which wdnfer still 

threw its lingering clouds, to darken the jpys of 

the young year. I'lie melancholy attendance on 

her mother and her grandsire gave a sadness to 

her v^ry joys ; and while sh^ almost incessantly 

folfowed the oftl man’s steps or watched by bis 

couch, Erilda usred to steal away front both, to 
• • 
taste, unbroken in# u])on, tffb fulness and t])t 

bitterness of her own feelings. 

Her favourite retreat was a spot on the side of 

the bank that sloped down to the dell *wliicb 

seems to divide the ruins of the castles. A 

tender motive of attachment bound her to this 

spot — it was her mother’s burial place. Fbo 

green raised turf alone marked the lowly gra\ c. 

No daA cypress, no mournful willow, no beggar 

stone, nor boastful urn gtamped it witA l)eath's 

proud pageantry. But many a scattered *swcet 

• • 

>vas«strown aroun(^*bi acc^dance with the wish 
and the character of humble mind whicli 
chose it for her resting-place, while he who had 
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lived to see ^ler laid in this simple sanctuary was 
sent, following the forms of pious bigotry, as a 
banquet for the rc]5tilcs of a monument. 

Ever/ adornmunt that could sanctify the place 
was furn^hed by Erilda’s care. The fragrant 
lily sqnt up its sweets through clustering vine 
branches, to blend with those of the jasmine 
and woodbine; while roses filling the air with 
perfume seemed to load the breeze that struggled 
faintly thniugh the shrubs. Thb graceful acScia 
caught the slight influence of the air and shook 
'*'down its honied bfossoms ; while the soft showers, 
that* at times fell on the violet beds, were as 
warm and mild as the tears shed by a mother on 
the cradle of her sleeping child. 

In this hallowed retreat Erilda reigned, sole 
priestess of its lonely rites. Here she sought 
relief from the too noisy condolences of even the 
sad world of Sternfels. Over this consecrated 
ground she at/times fancied that inspiration was 
floating { and she lovecj to beliqve that the spirit 

of her whom she could not remember in her 

• * 

mortal form hove»?d arovis^ her. For though 

memory may npt rcd-i» one tr^ce of the parent 

* . 

lost in childhood, still the venturous imagination 
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will at times dart upwards to meet Ithe bright 
form,’ which it knows but in tJiought, the angel 
and the mother joined. 

Erilda had few worldly comforters. ^ JUipen 
of Stal bach, onT whom she had long Ifaneil for 
support in her affliction, he whose blunt kind- 
ness was more soothing than the whining sym- 
patliy of the world, no longer possessed an indu- 
ence of which he had becom^^ unworthy. Hi< 
whofee conduct was changed, and his rcr^l charac- 
ter developed ; for until brought to light by cir- 
cumstances, it was n§ver before evident even t(r 
himself. His was one of those unfortunately 
dastic minds, so pliant as to take whatever form 
external influences offered to it. Had K\ipert 
never been tempted, he had never fallen; for 
there was nothing radically vicious in his tem- 
perament, nor aught that would have voluntarily 
sought dishonour. When he first hastened to 
Sternfel«, in the warm glow of*partlng friendsliip, 
he never dreamt of his jown interest ; •abd for 
many successive montlts he was the solafc of 
those who were left^ fis he Jiad been the hope of 
him who was gone. 

It was not until the news of Sir Harold's fall 
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]iad penetfatcd to his desolate home, that Ilu* 
pert felt the wiM thrill of expectant avarice 
curdle his blood, '^and fill his pulse with a mon- 
strous ^mergy. ,An empoisoned, yet a genial, 
fluid *seeSned to run through hife whole frame, 
and to transfijrm him magically into something 
he had never before been or imagined. A thou- 
sand pageants of grandeur floated before him — 
castles, domains, lionours, and hoards of wealth. 
Me rccojled for a jnoment witli an instinctive, 
but an expiring, throb of right principle ; for 
wherever he tui^ed, in wlyitever way he sought 
to dissipate his newly excited feelings, the same 
visions of greatness sprung up spontaneously in 
his mind. At length grown familiar with this 
train of thought, which was encouraged by a 
host of dissolute companions, he began to be 
satisfied that it was but right and natural. 

Where is the guilt,’" thought he, ‘‘ since my 
cousin Haroh^is dead, in hoping for piissession 

i 

ofwha^ics legally my owm? And if an old man 
hapjlens to stand betwe?n me aij^d my just in- 
heritance, what sin in w ishing him in heaven ?'* 

But still the age\c^unt lived on, in spite of 
the impatient calculations of bis hungry kins- 
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iDan. And the latter soon began to run the 
usual career of expectant hei)* s, hurried on by 
all the accessory impulses by which they arc 

sailcd and mastered. Leagued with K^xtrava- 

• • 

gance and vice^ he rode the giddy rojind^, and 
folly toiled to win disgrace, while cof:«cience 
sternly goading him fhe while, he was by decrees 
prepared for any act oS villainy, wfiich^vould end 
his over-wrought excitement. Jh'ilda, thus 
ahamlohed by liim*who had possessed her whole 
confidence, mourned the change morelfor her 
false kyismaifs sake than her own ; while slu'i 
bent beneatli the withering blight which strikes 
dow n the heart that was ripening in the mellow 
warmth of confidence. Yet no reproaches broke 
from her. She suffered in calm serenity, and 
seemed like the spirit of haj)piness, left in merev 
to hover over the scenes whence the substance 
liad de])artcd. 

The .sixth summer .since ttie fatal epoch of 
Sir Ilarokls setting out for Hungary hatj now 
come round, smiliifg in tlH; breeze or frwning 
in storms ; andS vegetation’s ruddy check w as 
beginning to ripen in its bearfs. j^^requent tra- 
vellers, pilgrims, And minsfirfls, mmiks and men- 

B 3 
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dicants, jv-esented themselves at the gates oi 
Sternfcls, and always found a ready wehomc. 
^/rhough no costly banquets were spread, as of 
old, forttlie entertainment of the gay arid happy. 

r I 

worldly cares or wearied feet were a sure pass- 
port Kt the hospitality of the castle. Erilda 
rardiy appeared in tlie hall,, unless some grateful 
visitant expressly asked permission to xhank and 
bless her, or some itinerant son of song implored 
the honour of chanting an extempore ballad, in 
honouri of ‘ those who had sheltered and be- 
* friended him. 

•j 

The noon burns fiercely to-day,” said the 
warder, as a wearied and weather-beaten minstrel 
entered the porch. 

“ Ay, but the frowns of fortune scorch still 
more fiercely,” replied the wanderer. Yet it 
often hap])ens,” and he smiled as he spoke, 
“\that the hottest day melts away in showers at 
evening ! What think you, Master Warder ; 

e* 

will^your mistress be inclined to hear a light- 
sojnecoundel ? I should like to chace the tears 

e 

from the eyes of bcapty, and make a joyous 
strain resouivl inYhese Walls, where they tell me 
pleasure has“»iot becTi for a lovig time a visitant.” 
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Rest thee, rest tliee awhile, good friend, 
Wh.4n thou art refreshed thyu mayst think oi 
song and lute; there is no me’ody in a ])arcli(‘d 
throat. Rut much I doubt me, that en cn when 

vour liarmonies are at their best, nw mistress 

• # 

will be disposed to list any notes of jff«rry ca- 
dence. She mucl^ better likes the sorrowing 
tone that reminds hereof buried foys.'^ 

A hurried repast was partaken of by the min- 
stRd, and he hack very soon collected round liini 
in the great hall a circle of th« wfjl-plcased 
maidqjiis, who but seldom heard so sprightly#a 
measure as that to* which he tuned his lute. 
1 irilda had consented to become also a listener., 
‘and she stood pensively, with Freda by her side, 
so pensively that the minstrel at length begged 
of her to deign a greater share of attention to 
his song, which told of every sweet that could 
gratify the heart, and strewed flowers on theij)at]] 
of life.*’"’ The smiling maidens pressed forward 
to join in the entreaty, and Freda too put up 

her gentle supplications to her mother** Erilda 

* • 

however checked the general flow of affectionate*^ 
. * . * * 

assiduity, and she* desired |the jtninstrel to sing 
no mor,e of iir.nges of chss, ‘‘•which were but 
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mockery to her, who saw every form of joy hut 
as a phantom that fled while she pursued 

The minstrel seemed aflected by this remon- 
strance, and turning liis lute to a plaintive air. 

I 

he supg as follows. 

MlNSTllELS SONO. 


‘‘ No flowers for me ! Tor here they may not flourislj. 
This wretched breast their dreary «tomb might be 
But noughuhalJ warmth would cheer or sunshine nourish, 
(^an bloom, where all that’s bright must perish — 

No flowers for me ’ 


n. 

No smiles for me ! my anguish never sleepetli, 

Hope beams alone on hearts from sorrow free; 

O’er the smooth brow bis joyous ^ igil keepeth, 

But shuns the heavy lid that wecpetli — 

No smiles for me ! ” 

While ^ ’c minstrel sung, Erilda's tears flowed 
freely. I ^ , Hceming to watch every movement 
of her \i) , saw that feeling was touched — 
apathy ar ed. Following up tiic impression 
he had mi. apd if resok ed to awaken, no 
matter at ’ t oost of*f^aflering,«the deepest and 
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most intense of her emotions, he ha(| no sooner 
linish (1 the last of those stanzas than he sud- 
denly swept the strings of his^aistrumeiit in 
symphony still more sad. He then sang as fol- 
lows, in a lowland solemn strain of ri'cftativt', 
while his accompaniment was so mournft*! that 
woe might have heard it and sighed still dee]>er 
than bcfoie. 

“ Hark to the groans of the wounded brave, 

*,\s ilicy writhe on the chilling ^arth, 

And faintly sigh for their coimnon grave^ 

Or in fits of anguish wildly ra^c, 

And*curse the hour of their birtU! 

Tlieir mouths arc parched, and their drooping heaib 
Hang listless, as they lie, 

< Pillowed in gore on their earthy beds, 

And with fearful w^ailings cry 
h'or death — but they cannot die ! 

‘‘ That warrior stretched on the brow* of the hill, 

Has expiring lain three nights full of pain, 

Damp, agonized, and chill — 

While the life-blood’s thick and sluggard drain 

• 5 . 

Weak, drizzling, flows — but the cruel, vein 
Seems full of vigour still. 

“ With faltering tone, he woiiklv cries, 

‘ ZJ^ow welcome Hea^eif ! now world farewell ! ’ 

He sinks, he faints, aiTd his lang.fid e;te> 

No longer glarc*on the disiJfhl dell 
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But it is not so with him who dies ! 

The lips unclosed — and the frightful stare 

That in death are seen, are wanting there. 

« 

“ SlowJj^ he moves — once more reviving; 
lit lives I lie lives ! his eyelids ope ! 

transient pangs new hope deriving ” 

A long pause after the utterance of these ein- 
])liatic wo.ds tnade the listeners, and more ])ai - 
ticularly Erilda, watcli for the concluding line 
of the stanza with breathless, impatience. Tlie 
minstrel li?:>ing his looks on her with a still mure 
marked expression of encouragement and cheer- 
fulness, at length sung — 

“ Yes, lady ! while there’s life there’s hope ! 

< 

Agitated and ovcr])owcrcd by the various 
feelings so strongly excited, Erilda sunk on a 
seat, and her daughter and attendant damsels 
strayed round her to offer sundry services, ddie 
minstrel, as though he had felt his work com- 
pleted, retired from the hall. Erilda soon re- 

t 

covered, and as she c^ilmly rerlcctcd on what had 
just passed, she could not recast the ecstatic 
thought, that the minstrel\> wild song contained 
some direct ftllusicSi’to her iause of suffering. 
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nor could she believe that he had but wantonly 
torturrd her. She turned her eyes to seek him, 
and on bnding he was gone shc despatchcd seve- 
ral of her niaidons to bring him back. But 
'when they reached the portal, they Icarnfcd tliat 
tlie stranger had left the castle, merely saving tti 
the warder, with a ^significant smile, when the 
latter invited him to ^stay till tlte bi^rning heat 
was over — ‘‘ Thou knowest, good friend, the 
liotsesfday may melt in mild showers at eve/' 
When Erilda heard of this ansjverj^it gave 
fresh jtrength to her belief of good.* In hc^ 
own despite — for she^had long resolved to repress 
every thing like hope — lier spirits seemed rising 
high beyond their usual depression. Her eyes 
beamed, her bosom heaved, and her cheeks were 
flushed, unwonted symptoms with one so long 
sunk in apathetic insensibility. Hours passed 
over uncounted. The bell that summoned to 
the early evening meal was unheeded. ?»loving 
with a * tep so light that .she scfjmed to tread 
less on earth than air, sJie hastened ti\ her fa- 
vourite retreat, unmindful of the thrc.‘*tciiina 
• . 

aspect of the sky,#N^iieh fo^jctold a fast-coniijii> 


storm. 
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'J'he sun had sunk in fire and tinged the world, 
as if in anger, with a crimson glow. Storm ])reg- 
nant clouds roso in the eastward, and rolled up- 
wards iiv monstrous and fantastic shapes, liroad 
flashes sj)read across the hills in sheets of sickly 

V ■ 

red ; and low thunderings came onwards with 
every gust that swept the valley. The moon, 
full and clear, iiung high in heaven ; her silvery 
beams mingling with the liglitning's flash and 
the deep blaze of the sun. .Erilda saw tVese 
sympton^s of awful convulsion, but feared tliem 
not. Neither did she note the direfuL assem- 
blage of omens, which in less absorbing moments 
might have struck her as presages of ilk i'he 
bat was skimming the air around her; 
sat in a bush above ; a toad croaked in- the 
sedge below ; and a snake was hissing in the 
grass at her feet ! 

The rain now came pattering in large drops 
ii])on* the leaf-roofed canopy of Erilda's }>owcr ; 
and the trees bent and creaked to the gloomy wind. 

i 

Magic /'ould not conulnne moft'e portentous so- 
lemnities ; nor guilt find more jfitting accom- 
j)animents for its |lark domgs. Still Erilda 
gazed fearlessly on ^ke scowling sk}, rapt in 
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a reverie of long forgotten ho))e5 when* suddenly 
a voice rose from tlic shrubberf just below lier. 
in tones so sweet that tliey might have almost 
hushed the deep and dismal soiuids with jvhich 
tliey mixed. Ertlda started into a throb of n^wly 
awakened amaze. “ Is it/'' exclaimed she, the 
stranger minstrel that mingles Ins mysterious 
strains with the sounds of the storm ? — No, no ! 
there never lived on earth but pne mortal voice 
that oould breathc*such tones as those 

Another thunder-burst gftne by, the varbled 
music came again; apd as the •singer had aj)- 
proached nearer and nearer, the air and word^ 
both fell distinctly upon the spell-bound listener's 
ear : — 

When friendship’s honest vows we breathe 
They need not flow from gilded bowers; 

And if afiection twdne the wreath 

No matter where she culls the flowers ! 

Shield and protect me, siTints mf heaven ! 

Holy shade of her whose grave I clasp, ,w*!:itch 

• * • • 

over me— save thy daught^^r exclaimed Erilda, 

^inking on the inound,,bA;athless and distracted. 
In a moment more tlie rustling oT the foliage 
told her th^t some^one burst through it. A man 
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had indeed violated the sanctuary ; and throw- 
ing liiinsclf on 'one knee beside her, he caught 
her in his arms* —her form clinging instinctively 
to hi^? pressure, and a not-to-be-mistaken voice 
murmured these delightful words: — “Rise, rise 
my Erilda — my wife— to new found joy, to the 
embrace of thy long lost husband !’’’' And obeying 
the summons which echoed the laws of nature 
and love, she arose and threw herself transported 
into his enfolding arms. 

At this instant a fierce and sulphuric flash 
enveloped both ; a simultaneous crash, as though 
a rock of brass was shivered by the rattling peal 
was heard ; an old oak close beside blazed up 
as the bolt struck its stem ; yet heedless of the 
shock, he softly murmured, “ Shrink not, my 
bride, but lead me to happiness ! Oh, shudder 
not, Erilda ! See, the very heavens hold jubilee 
in honour of our second nuptials !’’’ 
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The fury of the tempest passed by. The last 
echo of the thunder murmured amongf tli^distant 
hills. One breeze swept dying along the waters 
of the Rhine, as if the storm-fieivl had breathed 
his last. Reviving ^lature rose up in new vigour 
and s])read a greener garmciTt over the plains. 
The grass sprang freshly to meet fllic elastic foot 
of the hare and coney, '^fhe moist grapes shone 
clustering on the vines. The wild flowers sent 
out new odours ; while the riotous songsters 'of 
bush and brake shook oil' the glittering dew- 
dro})s, and myriads of insects were seen sporting 
over the blossomed herbage, in the mild exhala- 
tions which all earth sent up like incense oflered 
to heaven. 

And if meaner n|ture thus paid its tribute of 
])raise, how did .she, the* happiest of Eartlfs 
daughters, pour out her*grateful thanks ? AVith 
what rapture did she hail the liglit that broke 
on her bosoWs gloom, as suddenly as the spring 
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bursts tortli after tlie dreary iiiglit of a northern 
winter ? Will) a heart full of holy ardour. 
Erilda stole from the couch where her husband 
lay* in slight'slumber, slec]) having at length un- 
tiM tlie fond embrace of love.' She knelt at the 
easement, tears of hap])inc.ss stealing down her 
checks, like the sweet clew that flows at dawn 
from the flo\Ccr-topped tree of C^anada. Her 
oraisons finislK'd, she turned to gaze again on 
him who, next to heaven, was w'ortliy of her 
idolatry. The wJiirl of joy of the preceding 
night had n(>£ left her powder or thought to scan 
each varying shade in his loved form. She only 
knew that he was there. Changed no doubt, in 
ic*ature much, the natural effects of time and suf- 
fering ; but his feelings of aflcction all right — 
she heeded not the rest ! Hut hanging over him 
as he now^ slept in the morning ray, she could 
not resist a wandering, an uneasy sensation. It 
was not that she marvelled to see his brow 
m^rl ed with the blighting touch of care ; but 

I 

that he, restored to* joy and peace, should now' 
groan and start at times in perturbed motion, 
tossing wide his arms as though anxious 
to rush upon some noxious thing, and then 
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Struggling as if a pliantoin's wciglit 0]>j)rcsscHl 
iiiin, Eriala, pained at his di.'quiet^ even though 
hlie felt it to he unreal, was on^'ihc point of 

awakening liini to the truth of blissful fact, 

• • 

when suddenly he* exclaimed, in fierce ac^ent^s, 
" Die, hateful wretch !" and, with clenched iKt, 
ciose-knit frown, and viidcly opening e}es, he 
>))ra)ig from the coucli, a ftincied falcfiion^in his 
iiand, and big dro])s standing on his brow. 

Erilda liad scarcely shrunk from the thunder- 
])olt at whose fall nature itself^ seemed to s^uid- 
ilcr — but lliat look of terror sceincd to carry 
death to her heart's happiness, 'i'lie agitated 
ilreamer, however, soon recovered from his 
iiiiagxued pangs, be they of what nature they 
might, and drawing her towards liim. with a 
K nder look, he said, Oh, Erilda ! come and 
orealiie the balm to iny tortured bosom — fly not 
that once-treasured home, though memory breaks ‘ 
it.s rest, as the winds stir the se^j's surface into 
unquiet waves.*" 

Ileassured by his* soothing tone — oh, Ifow 

easy is it to hush •the fearn and doubts of true 

• • 

• Election ! — her heart bdkt calmly bnc« more, and 
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she pressed him to reveal the cause of his emo- 
tion 

“ Ask noti^sweet love/’’ said he, in a cheerful 
tone,’ tis past and ^one — ^tis nothing ! a mere 

j 

th.ought — a shadow of dark hours gone by — 
whiCh, like yesternight'^s storm, only serves to 
purify our heaven of delight. Hut hark ! I hear 
the sound of the assembling vassals. Ah, how 
much more sweetly will their rude greetings f 11 
on my ear than the forced acclamations of 
worldly crowds ! We must, love, descend and 
meet my fiitlier — see, he stands alreudy at the 
gate. And now, my own Erilda, on this happy 
occasion thou must be my prompter, for in truth 
I^need one. Many of the faces, well kno. n in 
early youth, have faded from my mind. Look 
at this wound, one of war’s prodigal gifts - the 
stroke fell close on my brain, — and I doubt me 
‘it broke some of the threads in memory’s web. 
I often v[iinly strive to retrace in my mind the 
fejitiires of individuals, or the minute details of 
fact?s; but some blest cares, some loved faces, 
lie so deeply graven, they defy corroding time 
(fY effacing accident ! Thus, my best life ! each 
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of thy dear traits, every shifting shade of thy 
expressive countenance, has evc» been as freshly 
before me, as in the days of our ^arly love, when 
the skilful limner traced them here/' 

With these wrds, and a look of tenderness, 
he drew from his breast the well-known portrait, 
which Erilda little 4:hought had escaped the 
perils of his manifold* adventures since they 
parted. This proof of his constant aflection 
bro<?ght tears of c\elighted consciousness to her 
eyes. See, beloved one,’* ,said he ; lu*re was 
the amuict that kept my heart safe^from a thought ‘ 
unw orthy of love or of thee 

She looked doubtfully through a mist of tears. 
"I'lVin turned aside her head, smiling pensively, 
and exclaiming, Alas ! ’tis true this once was 
me — but it is me no more. I cannot believe 
the wdiispcrs of vanity that would tell me I re- 
semble now what I was then, in blushing hope, 
a promised bride, catching from thee the smile 
that played on thy features, and which the%flat- 
tering artist made for thee while my ow n. Alas ! 

I am indeed changed since then. And eanst 
thou, Harold, fix tlfy fond looks* still upon a 
blighted flower * 
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Lovt^ly, cvcr-blooming Erilda ! let no words 
like these escanc thy lips. Like the Lee who 
. abandons tlic s\^^arni to taste tlic full-blown rose, 
whose 'young buds had before pleased him. so 
liave I» left the world’s crow ds /or the meridian 
charfos of her whose youthful beauty had fas- 
cinated me/' 

It was in converse like this, suited to young 
lovers rather than old married folk, that the un- 
marked minutes were flying <ill Freda cafne to 
summ6ii them. She sportively chided her mo- 
ther’s delay ; but silently hid her blushing face 
against her stranger sire’s bosom, as he tenderly 
folded her in his arms. 

iSe^er did a' day of rejoicing break .mbre 
blithely than that on which the united vassals of 
Sternfels and inebenstein woke the echoes of 
w ood and hill with their loud shouts. 4’umuit 
alid faction may sw (41 the venal crowds of cities , 
trumpets and tindorils flourish in the triumphal 
march of kings ; flattery strain its throat in 
eflbrtfs to outvoice the tones of selfishness — all is 
a dead-weight on the heart — all*is discord to the 
ear. Hut wlik*n true feeling bursts from honest 
sincerity, the mod/^t sounds *are more grateful 
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ilhin the most studied melodies of false praise 
l^he old towers of the twin eastlef-Miow' sent back 
the echoes of such cheering tones. Thc&stive 
throng clamoured its rejoicings, withoyt* any 
juercy to the sensitive ears of refinement, ^.cho 
started to hear such sounds, wliere grief liad s(» 
long stood sentinel. The wondrous* nev^ of Sir 
Harolds safe return was soon conveyed from 

Jsainlct tojiamlet, and the little \torld of the dis- 

• ' 

trict ]K>ured forth its pojmlation, to hail.the*^'vent 
and pay the hcarf s homage to their new Ifound 
lord. 

And he now stands in the midst of the 
throng, C'ount Eherhard resting on his arm ; 
the one like the shaft of some proud column 
wliich has braved the assaults of wnnd and time, 
the otlicr like a splendid fragment of the wall 
v liich leans against the pillar for su])port. And 
1 h-ilda ! and Freda ! Never could the pencil 
sketch a lovdicT group, tliough taste and talent 
liad exhausted their sjtveetest imaginings. 

The feeble pen cannot paTrit the joys of sucli 
i\ (lay as* this. It in?^* he imagined only by 
the pleasure-loving heart that ^lightly heats to 
snimds and sights of Innocent mirth. Such may 
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picture tlic crowd gamboling on the green, deck- 
ed in all the gaudy display of the rustic ward- 
robe apd the glories of the rifled gardens ; the 
gay flags and banners; the dance, the music, 
the a^ng, the shouts ; the indescribable grace ol* 
an assemblage of objects, incongruous to each 
other, when the rude children of nature let their 
hearts run riot. Next came the feasting, fur- 
nished by Count Eberhard's hospitality to all 
comers ; yhen cellar and larder poured out their 
deepest stores to those in wdiom appetite kept 
ample pace with joy. 

The banquet finished, and many a flask of 
purest lihinc wine emptied in honour of the day, 
every eye seemed to flx on Sir Harold for the 
])romiscd ex))lanation of the causes of his long 
absence and miraculous return. Count Ebcr- 
^hard sat at the head of the board, his son placed 
at one side, and at the other the strange min- 
strel, the^ companion of his homeward journey, 
w tibse mysterious^ but signilicativc songs had 
viwakencd l>ilda"s feelings so keenly, and pre- 
pared her for the coming of her long lost lord. 

•A ’ 

The old count rose at length, and turning to- 
wards Sir Harold, he said, while' every other 
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voice was instantly liuslicd, Prop of my house ! 
Harold, my beloved and valiant son ! now tell 
tliy marvellous tale, which so many expectant 
oars are waiting for. Tell us a^l what miracle 
has given tliee fiack to us, to be once mj^jc the 
soul of* general liope, and the source of new life 
to me I 

« 

My honoured sire ! my wife, my child — my 
friends said he thus appealed to, in a firm 
and .-ffbetionate tflne, endearing namei^! As- 
sociate links in the chain •which binds* me to 
tliese loved scenes of youtli and ftapjiiiiess ! To 
all present, whose hopes and wishes blend their 
magic tracery through my own, 1 hasten to re- 
veal the main incidents of six ycars^ enduritnce 
of ills, tliat would have bowed dowTi any mind 
not upheld by the excitement of this oft hoped- 

for scene. It were needless now" to relate the 

• 

events of the liloody fight that was su])poscd to 
have nuipjjered me with the clead,*or the pre- 
ceding events, which, I learn from my wiie*and 
lather, were all duly, an*l with but slight vari- 
ation ^i*om tiTitli, conveyed to^ astonished Ger- 
many. Neither need 1 lunv dwell on the sufler- 
ing 1 endifred whan suspended life returned to 
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me again in agony still greater than accompanied 
its apparent loss. Ent my astonishment on 
reopening my heavy lids may be worth relating — 
it may amuse and cannot give you pain. 

"" When 1 fell on the field of death— of death 
in all its most hideous forms — my eyes seemed 
to close ovi a «cene of hell. lk)dies lay around 
me almost putrid in the fiery and fetid air. 
Sounds were whizzing in my ear, in all the fierce 
confusi(ui of those which the damned might send 
forth. * \'ultures wxu-e hovering above, and 
wolves were prowling around, ardent and anxi- 
ous for their ready prey. In such a scene I 
sunk into an oblivion which, as I felt it coininj;, 
I bdieved and hoped was death. When I re- 
vived from my trance of j>ain, every scattered 
thought seemed to bring conviction that the soul 
hpd burst its earthly prison and lived in brighter 
realms. All round me a scene of wonder was 
visible. No living form intruded. Nj)! a sound 
ruffled the still but fragrant air. I lay on a 
flower-spread couch. star-enamelled canopy 
hung above me, beaming with the dazzling lustre 
reflected from the soft lights of a single lamp. 
Ic'.clcs hung pendent from tire arch, shining ii. 
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iliamond splendour. A gushing fouiftain sootli- 
ed mc> witli its quiet fall and till? gentle rijiplings- 
of its waters as they were lost *n the shade bc^ 
yond. Trees, shru])s, and flowery, of everY vary- 
ing colour, seeiwed to stand self-plantcfl in ma- 
gical groups. No fluttering zephyr broke the 

brilliant cheatery, or*shook from the branches of 

• • 

tins breczeless grove tlifj crystallized embroidery 
with which it was spangled. 

Wildered hyjb'his burst of soft magnificence, 
I believed myself in hea^n. But a/purely 
mortal ^I’apture took jiossession of my breast on 
finding there thy portrait, my Erilda, safely re- 
posing. Oh ! how I blest the unknowm deliverer, 
wAo so well knew the mysteries of that true 
science of healing which cures the body throng] i 
tlie mind, and wdio liad placed wdtliin my ready 
reach the object that could best assure my 
wakening thought that there was still a paradise 
on earth ! 

The cooling air had assuaged the anguish 
of my wounds, which were, covered with healing 
salves, and bound wdth »eat fillets. And soon 
I saw' revealed to me the form of him who had 
done these deeds* of Christian charity. Ap- 
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proaching me, in cautious watchfulness, an old 
man appeared. He was in that pride of years 
when manliness dissolves in age, and snowy 
tresses give to):en of wisdom. He was a rever- 
end anchorite, one of those abounding blessings 
of humanity with which the countries of the 
East are ripe. His words seemed the living 
breath of sanctity — his looks were like light from 
beyond the grave ? Such was the saint-like 
man, the genius of the place, ^who had snaivlied 
my still breathing body from heaps of slain and 
through seas of gore, as soon as night gave fa- 
cilities to his task. Saved thus by him — let me 
now picture him dying by me. Nay, start not, 
my friends — I must hurry through this .>ad 
episode of my adventures. The infidel blood 
hounds knew my deliverer well — they knew that 
he was most likely to brave the conditions on 
which they tolerate his existence, and seek to 
save one wictiru from the general slaughter. 

L 

They came to search his spar-formed grotto — 
they found me with him — they slew him ! With 
a deadlier hate, they dragged me to the more 
ignoble doom of slavery. The very memory of 
that fact leaves a blot on a freeman’s purity ! 
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A slave ! chained to the earth which was water- 
ed by the sweat of toil — ^repro|ich my wages— 
stri})cs my reward — for five drea?y years I drag- 
ged on the load of life. Despair more thfan once 
raised my hand— but the loud command Hea- 
ven seemed to stay the self-destroying ^^roke. 
and a voice seemed at the worst of my sufferings 
to whisper words of ho])p and comfort !• 

“ Still might my bod}'^ rot in chains, or swd- 
t©«ing dfoop in thf land of the infidel, had not 
one gallant friend been near — a fellow jj^isoner 

— to gi^e me life in the liberty he procured me., 

» 

It boots not to tell* the many j)erils through 
which his cautious valour had to work to obtain 
freedom. He .succeeded. I was the partner 
of his flight. From country to country we liavt 
worked our weary pilgrimage together ; till yes- 
termorn preceding me here, his wild harmony 
])repared thee my Erilda for my coming, even 
wliile his gentle heart was bleeding at the pain 
he gave, •like a surgeon who shrmks while he 
probes his patient^ wound.* Watching t^ee to 
thy sacred bow^r, he sought me in my anxioii.s 
.shelter close by ; when I, heedless of the tem- 
pest, sent forth tho.se bless^^‘d sounds of other. 
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but not happier, days, as most likely to assuage 

thy fears and harmonize with thy hopes. Here 

sits my friend, ; and while my home exists, and 
1 

you, aH my friends, cherish the memory of 
this day, he shall ever find it his refuge from 
worldly care or mortal wrong.**^ 

Sir Harold ceased, and scarcely had his last 
words die d a^’Uy, when kjud bursts of gratulation 
rung around the hall. The assemblage soon after 
broke up, and ail wended their homeward 
ovcrfloy'ing*with the joyous sympathies of vassal 

i 

fidelity' But this was not unlike all other cases, 
in which one or more exceptions arc found. And 
now, as withered branches may disfigure the 
green symmetry of some shadowing tree, there 
were found a few" among the faithful serfs of 
Sternfels who gave no response to the clamorous 
acclamations of the rest, but looked gloom and 
disappointment in the midst of the general joy. 
These were the creatures of liupert of btalbach, 
the engines that worked out his ends of extra- 
vagaiV^e, the purveyors of hL spendthrift crav- 
ings, whose sup])lies were acknowledged by an- 
ticipated grants a id mortgages of large portions 
of the fair lands of . Sternfels. These men, who 
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C? ^ ^ 

Ebcrliard, and the accomplishment of Rupert‘< 
]>romiscs, contingent on his Succeeding to Ins 
heritage, were now overwhelmed with grief and 
rage, at seeing^heir air-built hopes scatt^Tped to 
tlie winds. Resolved at least to mahe Rupert 
taste the whole bitterness of the .draught whieli 
tliey were themselves forced to swallow, they 
liastene^ to one of his not distant haunts with 

inal‘%C‘ious s)>eed,**and they found him in the 

• 0 

midst of* his wonted revelry and recklessness. 
Like tTie hot Arab, v^ho sucks i^ the breeze that 
wafts liiin pestilence and death, Rupert rushed 
with oj)cn arms to meet the messengers of ill. 

■‘Ah, my good friends, cried he, “ I se<* tlu* 
good news in your eyes — I read it in your flushed 
cheeks. He is dead ! The old man is gone at 
length ! In another day all will be our own ! 
Our broad hands will grasp it a//! Rut now. 
my frientj^s, you have brought sujijdics ? How 
much ? For much will be wanted to meet* im- 
mediate calls. W cl com e» welcome good friends ! 
Ho, there ! wine, for ^tlfese worthy men ' And 
now, my masters, let us pledge a full cup to the 
]ieaec of eousin liberhard’s soul 

c 3 



34 


THE DOUBLE DOUBT. 


This rhapsody was received in silence. No 
smile of assent^ gave back the eagerly watched 
tor answer. On the contrary, Rupert saw on 
the ccuntenancts of his tormentors an expression 
of culd and cruel irony mixed with bitter disap- 
pointment. He could not bear this suspense. 
He pressed i^uriously for a reply and an ex- 
planation. It came. Not in relenting con- 
dolence for theii; common misfortune, but with 
reproach and taunt, and threat that added to 
the pargs of the plain spoken truth. Rupert 
stood for awhile transfixec^ and speechless. De- 
spair seemed to have paralysed both mind and 
body. But still his busy thoughts were at work ; 
and«whether from conviction or artifice, he quickly 
announced the conclusions at which he stated 
them to havq arrived. Self-interest quickened 
his intellect, and either solved a mystery or sug- 
gested the best means of turning it to his own 
account. His silence was at length broken by a 
louddaugh : not a laugh of maniac despair, but 

i. > 

one that might fitly have expressed the glee of 
some demon over a ripe plan of mischief. 

What tlien ! cried he, frowning on his 
companions in the announced ill forturc, must 
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1 bear these insulting menaces, the ignoble scorn 
of such things as ye ? Palfry miscreants \\ho 
come to din me with your creiulous sclfishncfft r 
Yc whose murky intellects UKike yc mcntall} 
blind? Sir Harold living? Away, yc 4 »itiful 
wretches, if ye want proofs of his deat^i, and 

root them from thC rotten graves of Bulgaria. 

• • 

He alive! What bbld impostor has come U( 
assume his place and frighten ye from the truth r 
iHi yc smile aT the suggestion. Ye arc pleased 
with this plain solving of the cheat, ^fliat lays 
this transfigured gjiost, and •clears your ba^e 
minds from their unworthy fears ? Ye remem- 
ber then the story of my kinsman’^s death r 
Your jialsied memories recover the shock, and 
recall the facts of the case — how tlie beholders 
marked Harold and his murderer stalking to- 
gether through the battle field, so like that tlie 
shuddering Turks who gazed on them shrunk 
back, believing them spectius raised by magic r 
And who, think ye, has now invcided my ^rights, 
and trusting to the changes of six years*aiid iIk' 
frail^ memories of credulous fools like you, usur})s" 
dead Harold's place in Sternfels, — who but this 
Rudolf.of the^llartz, con^e from afar to rob me 
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and ruin you? I have no doubts — not one. 
My arm shall quick follow the impulse of my 
mind. I shall soon crush this reprobate : 
but I sjiall need ^y our aid, to follow up the jus- 
tice of iny cause, whether by law or force. So 
now unstring your common purse ! Out with 
the supplies! AVhat! ye hesitate ? Hear me, 
then : by Ilelfs worst pangs I swear to ye, that 
should your griping avarice refuse this call for 
our common interests, I will instantly tly-^ to 
Sternfcls,^ acknowledge the usurper, throw my- 
self on his scnse» of what is wisest for his own 
security, obtain an ample compromise, and aban- 
don all my claims. What ! does this make ye 
tremblingly generous, for your own sakes It 
seems so.'”’ And, as the group of usurers poured 
out the contents of their purses, and promised 
further sup])lies for the morrow, Rupert added, 
with a sneer of the deepest scorn, “ What, all 
emptied ? Now, thtm, base minions, avaunt !'* 
and suiting the action to the word, he drove' 
them with fresh insults from his presence. 

' A month had passed fleetly over' the mild en- 
joyments of StOtnfels. All was recovered hap- 
piness and cheerful (juiet, far different from the 
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woeful tranquillity which had for years reigned 
over the place. Within the ca»tle, as without^ 

every thing breathed the settled calm of smirity, 

• . • 

when one morning, as the little circle w^re pla- 
cidly indulging their domestic mood, a**nmr- 
miircd din arose from the court yard, and soon 
increased to loud and uproarious •shoifts, wliiJc 
thick-clattering feet were accompanied on tlie 
stairs and in the passages !)y thteats and impre- 
catioi^i. ^'oiint J*b(n'hard, Erilda, ajul 4;reda, 
alarmed at the rude sounds, turned shnnking 
for protection towards* him, in w^iom the noisy 
crash seemed to rouse up every stirritig feeling 
of the s(?ul. Seizing his ponderous rapier, whicli 
hung close by, he placed himself before the three 
(d)jects of his cru'c; threw one arm around tliein, 
held tlu' other ready for fight, his well-proved 
brand high poised above him -his brow gathered, 
and his look fixed f )r ])attle. 

At this i^oincnt the door of the clumber was 
Hung violently open, and oiy? of the eaKtlo*, re- 
tainers entered abruptly, brftithless and bleeding. 
— “ My .noble masters,"* cried b<», “ a ferocious 
band force the entr|tnces too feebly guarded. ’ 
Tlie man f(*ll to the earth a.s he utteri'd tin' 
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words ; and at the instant, Rupert of Stalbach 
rushed in, followed by several of his stalwart as- 
sociato . His looks spoke deperate purposes, 
and with voice in accordance with his menacing 
air he exclaimed — Yield, impostor ! ’’ — but 
ere he could proceed in his sentence his eye 
caught the fixed and piercing look of mixed con- 
tempt and scrutiny sent forth from this majestic 
looking being whom he so ventured to confront. 
Rupert tunied askance, unable to bear thiti look, 
beamifig from a countenance which seemed to 
shine in the dignity of ccnscious right. 

This is the work of magic,'" cried Rupert, 
turning to his associates. He is impostor and 
wizard both. That light once beamed in Harold's 
eyes, and this sorcerer has caught it for his own ! 
Living look casts no such expression as that !"' — 
^ind with these words, but without venturing again 
to brave the glance he shrunk from, he stole shud- 
dering away ; w^liile all his blustering band quick- 
ly *fcllowed him — dispersed and scattered by a 
frown ! They fled s ) fast, and the aspect of the 
whole scene w as so suddenly ch*anged to precisely 
what it was* before their irruption that it seemed 
scarcely the work of fact, but rather the agency 
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of some illusion, dissipated ere it was rightly ob- 
served. The old count looked liis amaze, Erilda 

• ^ 
was silent, her eyes fondly fixed upon her lord, 

while resentment of Rupert's daring* slander 
flushed her cheeks. At length Count Einhard 
spoke : — What meant the ruffian aspersion 
said he, “ docs then abandoned RMpeit, the dis- 
graced one of his name and race, hope to cover 
hk own % infamy by flinging ah attaint on thy 
hoTK^iir r" 

No answer met these questions. iNothing was 
to be seen in the countenance ot the questioned 
but an expression of high disdain, as if he scorn- 
ed even to remove the slur cast upon his dignity, 
lie stalked the room in haughty silence, w*hcn 
Erilda, as if awoke to some point in a new train 
of thought, suddenly addressed him: — ““Rut 
say, my Harold, — and it is the audacious blas- 
])hemy which mixed the vile word impostor with 
thy name, that prompts my question, — say why 
I have never yet ^card thj lips pronounoe*that 
marvellous, that mysterious name, so linked with 
thy foiancr fate, and vdiicli in ijj)ite of my shud- 
dering repugnance comes still irresistibly blended 
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with every thought of thee — Rudolph of the 
ITartz 

Her' look asked for reply, hut it sunk back 
within Jicrself as it met the furious glance that 
darto.^^ from his. His cheek glowed deejdy, and 
his very forehead was flushed — with anger it 
seemed to h^r — at the mention of this name. 
But like tlie excitement produced by his dream, 
this passed quickly over. In a subdued tone, 
which marlied a struggle to preserve his t'alm- 
ncss unruffled, he replied : — Oh, wonder not, 
my Erilda, if at the collision caused by my me- 
mory with that abhorred name, I feel the light- 
ning of thought flashing and scaring my mind. 
Even in my dreaming hours the ])hrensied fit 
comes o'er me, which haunts me at times awake. 
Wonder not then, my loved one, if even your 
angel lips cannot sanctify the odious sound of 
this one word — this solitary name, which must 
ever stand yeeursed in my feelings.'*'' 

porgive me, Harold, for ‘ui unintended mis- 
chief. Oh, too well I know thy bosom's move- 
ments now — too well doth mine respond' to the 
agony of that which broods over outraged friend- 
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shi]). And if 1 feel this strongly, Jiow must 
tlioii s.iffer when thy memory , is <rouscd to n 
thought of that fell traitor ! Oh, jTardon this firsts 
this last pang by me inflicted !'" 

Thus s])oke die wife's affection — solaced and 
reassured by one word and look of kindness^ Hut 
the Count Kberhard .sighed deeply, and mused 
still more so, as if his Iceast contamcd*some se- 
cret cause of agitation connected with the words 
juf?t spoken. -*»Me;inwhile Rupert and his re- 

creant gang had disappcar(;d, contetitin^ their 

» 

valour ^'ith a loud utterance of^threats at the 
walls of the castle from which they had so 
speedily retreated. While the leader, to clieer 
the drooping spirits of his comrades, checked his 
own doubts and fears to bring quiet to theirs ; 
and swore that if human laws had power to jus- 
tify right and punish wrong, the wizard whose 
unearthly glance had so overwhelmed him should 
soon be sent back to his liege Igrd, the devil ! 

A yell tS* loud applause hailed thffi denuncia- 
tion, and closed th5 display ^f courageous !x)ast- 
ing, which wag^xl war ^gainst witchcraft and 
wieldecf no weapons but words. 
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AN(5rHKii year was gone by, a year of strife, 
contest, and disputation. Eor Ru])ert of Stal- 
bach, sdppofted and supplied by bis baffled and 
bewildered crew, urged every means that could 
agitate the question of his rigf'ts before 'the 
tardy tribunals, and with the ill arranged Yorms 
which then distorted law and made justice a 
mere mockery. The proofs wdiicli Ru})crt of- 
fered in support of his charge of imposture and 
magic resolved themselves into ‘‘ the admitted 
battle, where Sir Harold was seen to fall under 
the stroke of his twin-like assassin ; the ominous 
and evil-boding night on which the stranger ap- 
peared at Stcrnfels, to assume the place of the 
murdered man ; his forgetfulness of several 
among tin? vassals and serfs who tnronged to 
welqftme his arrival • the deep fits of abstraction, 
such evidence of probable guilt ; unlike the former 
well-rememberecl cheerfulness of Sir ’Harold. 
The wonderful resemblance ^f form and feature 
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to the latter was not a totally unusual circum- 
stance hctwecn brothers; but wjiat^ could ])ro- 
duce it in those unlinked by tic.^ of blood , ex-^ 
cept the deadly arts of glamour^ that fliange 
forms and feclii^s, while a ])hiltcr, no doubt, 
cunningly administered to Erilda, had il^ all 
likelihood warped her mind to believe the reality 
of what every one else •must plainly sSc to be 
false 

Many sligb4:r links bound tfiis chain of evi- 
deuce tog(?ther. The accused heakl with 
calm contempt. When interrogatories thronged ^ 
on him in all the subtlety of law, he merely gave 
his negative or assent, without the least remark. 
There were some who did not fail to observe 
that this looked more like cautious cunning than 
indignant truth. Numerous witnesses vouched 
for the identity of the present “ young lord’’ of 
Stcrnfels, with him who had been born aivl 
brought up there : others it i^ true, who passed 
for keen observers, traced what appeared some 
discrepancies in nltinner, and pointed ouf^somc 
points of differejnee in lo^vs which led them to a 
contrary conclusion, ljut thes5 w^rc all silenced 
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and put down l)y the perfect confidence witli 
which Coiun Elierlnml and so many others con- 
firmed Sir Harold's actual presence, and scouted 
the notion of imposture or magic. After duly 
weighing the case, and as Rupert and his friends 
did'*jlot fail to suggest, being much, if not un- 
duly influenced by the interest of Count Ebcr- 
hard, the judges pronounced their sentence oi‘ 
acquittal. It was founded on the opinion that 
villainy could not in any ca.se sr^-giv‘6 the Ik’ to 
probc'^ble tyuth. That mortal memory could not 
treasure up, even though industrioiu- deceit 
might have collected so many, the little trivial 
incidents of youth as were constantly touched 
upon in the most natural manner by the accustd 
knight. That it was above all impossible that 
the former secrets of man and wife could be 
known but to one or the other : and that how- 
over common jiersons might be deceived by a 
striking resemblance, at least the partner of a 
man's bed tand bosom could not be so." As to 
the eTiarge of magic, it was acouted altogether, 
resting on no proof whatever, and the only guilt 
seen by the judges was in the conspiracy formed 
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l)V tlic ravenous lieir of Sternfels and liis su])- 
( 

porters, to crusli an innocent man i>.ncl o])tain his 
rights. 

When the judgement wliich absolved hinj l¥om 
this disgracefid accusation was conveyed t'l^the 
acquitted knight, no frown of anger could ])e 
traced on his brow — no smile of triwin])!^ on liis 
li]) — no vaunt broke from him over liis foiled ac- 
cusers. Itl^any emotion a])peared, it was one of 
])ity ft#r their disgrace. 

And how felt Krilda, during tlie heavy fxTiod 
between the early accusation ana the final ac- 
(juittal ? Did she, while proofs were raked to- 
gether and doubts accumulated, vacillate or 
tremble for his fate ? No, firm and confident, 
she repelled every surmise of uncertainty ; and 
when it w^as sought to shake her faith by insinua- 
tion, ass(!rtion, or threat, she only smiled and 
turned to him she loved and trusted. 4'hi>. 
tliis is true* love, fast clinging through dangei 
eaid ignominy ; and^reakiiig through the tai^gfce 
Aveb of suspicion, as the bi%?ath of morning scat- 
ters the* gossamer which fiangs jn frail festoon? 
from branch to branch. 

Jliipert (tf Stalbach, goaded almost to mad 
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ness by tiie result of his clforts, stc])pcd on from 
every gradation between liatred and vengeance 
‘ till he was ripe' and ready for any desperate act. 
In spite of the* decision pronounced by the judges 
and^ approved by the Avorld at large, he main- 
tained his accusation, and laboured incessantly 
for new proofs in its support. The associates in 
his efforts, urged by the common ruin which 
threatened to <‘ngulf them all, did not fail him 
in eadi emergency. Hut it wa? not for ]ove of 
truth that they sifted evidence and sought dis- 
covery. The* light of truth carries blindness to 
to their like, and gain is the divinity at whose 
shrine they oiler homage while working in their 

Si 

own sordid cause. The fame of the disjmted 

title was bruited far and wide, and the lovers of 

the marvellous did not want excitement, nor fail 

to follow' it u]) by exaggeration. 

Still the seasons rolled on, indifferent to the 

agitations 'of mankind; and Tim flapped his 

stdady wings alike over guilt and innocence, 
^ #' 
though the one might fancy them to lag slowly, 

and the other to fly w ltlj redoubled speed. The 

summer grailually expired, sinking imperceptibly 

into more tcm])erate montlip ; and* ere autumn 
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was observed to have run its career, winter was 
far advanced. A mild season* ii/a moderate 
climate broiiglit none of those sudden 
which shake more northern latkudes. Spring 
had again retifrned, and the pregnant jjdains 
teemed once more with life. And wliile in the 
new-lcafcd groves and woods of ^Sternfels the 
young nestlings chir])^d their early songs, a 
sound of hlithcr joyaiice brokc^within the halls. 
I'or IhiklTu^i'^r^tvn the height of her own and 

it ^ ^ • 

her husbaiurs haj)piness, had given bu'fli to a 
line bc>5'. "i'hc joy attendant oil sucli an event, 
vhicli gave a lineal heir to tin* title and estates, 
and 'placed both beyond dispute, might well dc- 
iTiand some more than ])assing record ; but#the 
forms of guilt Hit across the tenor of the story, 
<tnd gathering groans secni to stille each sound 
t>f revelry and reioicir.g. 

AVliile pleasure Idled tlie halls and bowers, and 
every heart beat higli with sympathetic })ridc. 
Count Kbediard formed the sole exccptjmi to 
the common feeling. Jle was evidently fast 
droopipg to the gravc\ • The lambent ilame ot 
life Hiekered and threatened to Subside. Ills 
‘'pirit, fluttering:, it were, on the world's con- 
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fines, longed to sigli itself calmly away. The 
softened lustlre of liis eyes would at times fix 
complacently oii the dear-loved group that 
watc)/ed his couch, yet at times the lids would 
close as if to shut out some painful forms of 
fancy, while low sighs spoke a hidden sorrow, 
and a l\ectic, tinge seemed to tell that it was 
cou])led with some thought of shame. Lured 
hv the summer \i\armth, he often left the castle, 
accompanied by his old confessoT or by Tjeda, 
to wander in the copies or glades close at hand : 
but oftencr he sbught the silent woods alone, no 
witness on his w’anderings but the eye of Heaven, 
while he sent up his prayers to the (lod of na- 
ture, in the fitting temple formed by the verdant 
sod below and the outstretched branches above. 

The second anniversary of the day on which 
the strange minstrel appeared at the castle of 
Sternfels, followed by him who now reigned 
paramount there, was now about to be kept, with 
the Hi^ual festivities and rejoicings. On the 

I 

evening preceding this now esUddished festival, 
Oount Eberhard shewed more than usual emo- 
tioii. A select party of friends were assembled 
at the castle, and they, with his owni family, 
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were more than commonly assiduous towards the 

y* 

old man. AVhen the hour for ref^rihg came, he 
took from Erilda her infant son* and pressing' 
him fervently to his breast, he kissed him^ end 
prayed with alf "the grace of natural religion, 
that years of health and hap])incss might be 
granted the boy. The pious invocation fipished. 
his mind seemed once more overcast ; and after 
a pause, he said, with an effort a^ composure, — 

Now. my friencte,* night woos me to retire. 

* • 

My full heart bids ye all farCwell ; yet with its 
fulness, which ought to be of unmtxed joy, one 
bitter drop of early error mingles and turns it to 
gall. The memory of this taint is always 
struggling for utterance. Pride has long kej/t 
it concealed. But duty to my beloved son here 
breaks down every restraint. His detracted 
])urity requires the confession of my sin. When 
abandoned llupert urged his accusal, and mixed 
the charge of magic with his wild assertion, 1 
bud nearly broken sileilce, with an avowal 
that would easily have solved the miracle, and 
melted do^n the wonder^ df my gon HaroldV 
likeness to that dark wretch, whose name thrills 
me with horror. I am now exhausted ; but at 

VOL. 111. D 
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lo-iiiorroV' s iKxm, when we all with tlie numcrou.^ 
^iKsts of oivr festival are assembled, 1 will pul) 
'iicix pnakc my 'eonfession, moving a load of re- 
nvr.-e oif my conscience, and estal)lishing bc- 
yiaul any further cavil the perfect purity of my 
>11." 

After these words the old count withdrew, 
and wliisjjcred conjectures immediately arose as 
to tile promised revelation. ]kit he the most 
concerned of all uttered nO'-sdlmd nor hazarded 
any' vO])inioiE Biiried in a deep reverie, he 
neither 8])()ke, nor sighed, nor moved. But his 
expressive countenance told that thought w^as 
busy. What feelings might be at work to move 
his ii]) arid light his eyes none might divine 
KmiUion for his slandered fame, wounded jiride, 
asttfuishment, alarm, the fear of danger, projects 
oi' ilk- - any oi‘ these might produce such symp- 
toms. And each or all were evident, as passion 
V ])reju^liee coloured the minds of the several 
♦‘observers. Thus Erilda saw nothing biu iia- 
t iiial sur])risc and fjie frow'ii of rccoll(‘cted anger 
for past injuries. One witness was there, liow- 
< ver, whose sus}>icions took a dillcioj;' turn- 
lie was one of those minions of Bupcit of t 
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hacli. ^vlio, feigning friendship for tWe circle oi' 
St(‘rnte]s, freijiiented the castle o^iiy for the pur- 
])ose of Avatcliing the proccedinP;s of its 
and re])orting them to liis eniplo\’cr, one that 
degraded class field in scorn hy the veriest ^Ireg.^ 
of guilt, a si)y ! -sliorl, hut eloquent vord that 
sjK aks all that language can tell of,infai;)y. "I’his 
wretch saw conscious crime in the hectic flush 
wliieli to Erilda dis])Iayed only rellected indig- 
nation, ancr*iK^14dw quickly to inform ^]{u]H'rt 
ol t;;c scene, and iin])ress him with the truth of 
lii- o\^ commentary on it. 

The other persons pres('nt at the scene passed 
an anxious interval hetwecai the words ol‘ Eber- 
liard and his appointed hour for the proinrsed 
and wished-for confession. Erilda rose earl^ 
031 tlie morrow; but her lord entreated that until 

noon, the hour when,’" as he said, ‘‘his heart’s 

• 

forebodings of a detested consanguinitv wcia t( 

'.c confirmed or disjielled,'’ fle in>[>ht lie i '? 

• \ 

■line, nor intruded on hy anv of the anxiouf (n 

( urioiis vi.siiors. She projnised strict obedidui . 

;.3idt i;e^ wa< leh, as lu* d('sircd, to hi- 

thouglits. 

"I'lie niorniiifT waned, and* C’oiint Jiberhavd 
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was seen taking his slow and solitary way into 
the intricate jjaths of the wood, as was his wont, 
t6‘ prepare himscif, as all observers concluded, 
for tl'e approaciiing hour of noon. The expanse 
of heaven was cloudless. Its deep intensity of 
blue was so clear and so exquisitely bright, that 
it seemed as though the arduous vision might 
have pierced its unfathomed depths. No breeze 
stirred the grass nor moved the light shadows of 
tree or herb. The thin-curlhig^^ ‘'smoke rose up 
in a stsaight column^to the sky. The swallows 
glided past on languid wings. The fig's broad 
leaves hung flaccid. The gasping throats of the 
singing birds gave out a faint and trembling 
toirc. Heat ruled the hours. It was now burn- 
ing noon ; the old count was nowhere to be seen ; 
and the gathering vassals, together with the 
members of the family and the household, press 
in anxious throngs towards the path which he 
had been observed to take. Alarm began to fly 
amfrng the crowd. They broke away in straggling 

i 

grou])s, and their loud halloos were soon heard 
breaking from all quarters of thb wood. 

Freda clnfee her path alone, in the direction 
of a shaded grotto, which she knew to be a fa- 
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vourite retreat of her grandsire. ^^carcely had 
she entered the deep glen in wlpdli this solitary 
spot stood, when a shriek bi^kc throiigh tlie 
woods from her well-distinguished voic^f of a 
tone so piercing that it silenced the shouting 
groups and filled all with the horrid conviction 
of some dire calamity. The ,terr('j:-strickcn 
licarers rushed from every direction towards that 
of the sound, whose meaning# they panted yet 
trenjibled to dftefcbver. Bursting throygh the 
brush-wood which obstruefed the way, the first 
comeTs had just reached the *grotto’s mouth,* 
when they saw Breda stretched senseless on the 
earth, and, prostrate within the grot, the body of 
Count Eberhard bathed in blood. Death * Imt 
not natural death, was stamped on his pale face 
and convulsed features ; and closer examination 

discovered tliree wounds close to his heart. It 

0 

was evidently a practised arm that wrought the 

death-blows on that vital spot.* But the trained 

murderer had met a subborn resistance fr«nt the 
• • • 
brave old man. A furio^is struggle had marked 

the grgund. llis garipdhts we^e torn as though 

he had fought away his life. One hand was 

deeply gashed frum a probable effort to wreneli 
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die blade &oin liis assassm'‘s hand. The other 

\ 

held fast clenldidd a lock of black hair, snatched 
coiiviilsively frorfl his head. Such was the ])ic“ 
ture diat met the view. 

Horror seemed to have congealed the observ- 
ers, and for awhile no hand ventured to touch 
the dead body, or lift up Freda to recovered 
sense. At length however they raised her from 
the earth, while a few, with nerves more firmly 
strung than the rest, bore oiir the corpse, and 
they meved along towards the castle in sad pro- 
cession, blood-siains marking their route. Re- 
ports of the dreadful discovery soon reached the 
castle. The shocked household poured forth in 
breathless haste ; but outstripping all comers, 
were two, who rushed on in that desperate speed 
which urges the hope-bereft sufferer to what he 
knows for inevitable ruin. It was thus that 
Erilda and her husband came on. She flung a 
volume-speaking glance of agony upon the ‘bleed- 
ing Corpse — then sprang forward and clasped the 
still insensible Freda in her arms. Pressed to 
the natural home of Iter mothers bosom, the 
girl awoke. Mer first w^andering gaze seemed to 
fix on no particufar object. The first that 
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eauglit it was her father, leaning over her witli a 
woe-strfick expression in his loOk^. Instantly 
die repetition of tlic horrid scfeam, bcfhre 
shoc king to tlie liearers, hut no\^ more faii^t, a'* 
d‘ it were but fife echo of the former which had 
lain until then in her bosom's depths, broke from 
lier, and at the same moment she exclaimed. 
'Oh! murderer! — fatBer!**' and then closed 
lier eyes and turned aside as thoiigh liis presence 
were intolerabl^^^* 

Great Heavens!'* cried* her sire, raii^iBg Ids 
h and sT!o wards heaven ; she rav^‘s in phrensy — 
'*he knows not what she says, nor whom she 
^ees [ Oil, God ! who hast snatched my father 
'D thine anger, in mercy spare my child !*' 

Her eyes again reopened — again fixed on him 
— again shot forth rays of frantic brilliancy — 
while “ murderer, and father!''' were still her an- 
guished exclamations. The startled concourse, 
reeovering^from their first affrighted*amazcment, 
DO longer searched for evidence in* the gaping 
wounds of the dead cxnyit. A burst of light 

seemed, at once to break en them. The scene of 

• • # 

the preceding evening — the promijitjd revelation, 
wldcli might perjiaps have Involved truths of 
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some damT^ing import to him most affected in its 
bearing — the^ ni?orning*'s privacy self-sought by 
Ivm on whom all eyes were now fixed, against 
whom all hands were ready to be raised, — all was 
seen with one glance of reverting conviction, and 
each is satisfied that son, impostor, parricide, 
were identified together in the person of Rudolf 
of the Hartz ! 

From the stupjefaction which first overwhelmed 
them, the crowd now sprang to-furious agitation. 
Fiercely vehement 4;o gather the truth, they 
questioned Freda, and hearkened with impatient 
fury to the short sad tale sobbed forth- by the 
child in the unhesitating candour of youth. 

As I approached the grotto I saw my grand- 
sire’s bleeding body stretched on the earth — 
my father, muffled in his cloak, stood beside it — 
he said nothing, but looked pale, and frowned — 
he held a red-bladed dagger in his hand — I 
thought he laughed horridly as he saw m‘e sink- 
ing down — 1 know nothing farther.” 

“Enough! enough,! Too much for human 
nature ! Oh, monstrous ! horrible !” and such 
like expressions burst spontaneously from the 
throng, who rushed round the unresistipg culprit; 
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and wli/e some clamoured for instant ^stice and 
strove to immolate him on the the less in* 

flamed majority succeeded in preserving hjw^ 
the vengeance of the offended l^ws. H c^w as 
soon bound finnly, dragged away to the neigh- 
bouring town, and plunged, as a loathed crimi- 
nal, into its deepest prison cell. 

For three days and nights he lay in the living 
burial of his solitude, while pro6)fs and prepara- 
tions for trial ahit^xecution were making.^ Left 
to brood on his coming fate, •no sound felhoii his 
ear to^tell the tread of time. So deep did his 
dungeon lie in earth, that the ponderous bell 
of his prison, which flung its mighty tone for 
leagues over the surrounding country, failed* to 
reach him. Ilis aching eyes vainly strove to 
catch a glimpse of light when the thick door 
opened to admit his food — for though the broad 
radiance pains the vision, as w^hen the lazy sun- 
beams crawl on some less hideous c5ll, still the 

blessed smile of day gilds even the linlis* of 

• • ^ • 

slavery’s chain. But the ^^dendid mockery came 

not on hjm ! 

And turning our contemplation fo/ awhile from 
the captive,^let us fix it on herVho walks abroad 

D 3 
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in freedomr^ Free — ^but what a frightful liberty i 
Chains, bona^4^, persecution, are as nought 
pure bVeast feels no pang of remorse 
agitiiting the lieaven of conscious innocence. 
But when that purity is so sensitive that it finds 
guilt in its own unintended complicity with evil, 
and self-reproach springs from every reflection 
on the past, then is the mind wretched in pro- 
portion as it is virtuous. And so now did Erilda 
sink at once from the frail emin^ce of delight into 
woe’s most intense ahyss. She viewed herself as 
the guiltiest wfetch that lived. A mureferer for 
her lord — an impostor for her husband— her in- 
fant son a spurious outcast — herself wilfully 
blrndcd to the horrid reality by some impulsive 
and sinful instinct, which did not revolt her the 
less from its being involuntary and abhorrent to 
her better feelings. Such were tlie pangs which 
assailed her heart when the first accusation ut- 
tered by Fleda fell on her harrowed mind ; when 
in bre moment of agony, fears, doubts, and self- 
upbraidings, swept confusedly across her brain 
like fiends rushing at t3ie waving of some wizard’s 
wand. Mafty circumstances, which at their oc- 
currence passed unheeded, now returned in groups 
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: >f terror. While separate, they wei^ as nought 
— whcii combined, a torrent ofeagony. Ills 
dream — his vacant memory on •slight pohjiiw^t 
Tact and as to indifferent person® — his inflamed 
cheek and angty look when she first mcntioil^d 
rhe name of lludolf in natural antipathy — these 
and tile like reflections, coming quick on the 
identified fact of such murder, caused a shock 
which might have broken the hardest lieart. 
Vet she bore its4br awhile all meek and gentle 
as she was, but it was too much for lon^ Endur- 
ance. ^ The third day after the •dreadful disco- 
very saw her stretched helpless in the bed of 
suffering — fever in her blood and phrensy in her 
brain. 

The hour of trial at length arrived. The 
judges, in all the ferocious anxiety for conviction 
natural to those times, but foreign to the notion 
of ours, had taken their places, surrounded witfi 
armed men, and armed in all the terrors of mili- 
lary power. The prisoner too was there, lo^^ded 
with chains and guarded by ^im gaolers, whife the 
lieadsman stoocJ by, axe in hand, and personify- 
ing all the horrors of torture awd execution. 
1 he crowds, who were by special indulgence ad- 
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mitted to tjic court of trial, gazed on the digni- 
fied mien andhf-ughty demeanour of the culprit, 
but: shrank bacL. as he was led along, from the 
touch of his very garments, while the rattling of' 
hlo chains made them quake wi ih fear. A ga- 
thering horror crept through the hall. A total 
stillness reigned around, broken only by the clank 
of the fetters as the prisoner moved his shackled 
limbs, or by the hollow echoings which rang out- 
side, from the hammers with which the workmen 
fastened the planks and beams of the scaffold. 

The process* of trial, as was too comifjon in 
criminal matters during the feudal times, was 
prompt. Ere the opening forms were begun 
the .minds of the judges were made up, and the 
anticipated sentence already ran through the 
throng. Every one knew the proofs to be ad- 
duced, and no one dreamt of sifting evidence or 
reconciling discrepancies. In an age of blood 
acquittal wac but disappointment, and the sub- 
lime maximi of holy writ on which the theory of 
our bwn law is founded was then wholly over- 
looked or despised. But in the present case the 
most sceptical were satisfied. Guilt seemed as 
fully established aS'the broad light of day. The 
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blood-stiflFencd braid of black hair^was of the 
very &hade of the prisoner*'s. •jjPhe murderer’s 
foot-prints in the turf were exactly the 
his. Other circumstantial proofe have bex-'n al- 
ready noticed Valid it was a^^reed by all that Ef- 
ficient time was allowed between the perpetration 
of the murder and the assassin’s escajie by the 
winding ways througlf the wood towards the 
castle, from which he was seen running with 
Erilda on the -alarm being given. These were 
in themselves evidences sufficient. Bi^t* when 
the trembling Freda was led •along into the* 
court, pale and in tears, drooping her lovely head 
like a withered lily, the loud sighs and sobs of 
the beholders — all unheard by her — were quickly 
followed by murmurs of vengeance and calls for 
judgement. Her presence was conclusive proof 
The prisoner had hitherto maintained a total 
silence. But when he saw this last and loveliest 
witness, he struck his forchca(> with.his clenched 
hand, and deeply groaning, exclaimed ‘^J'ate 
is too strong for me !” IJIc closed his cye^for a 

moment, and Ifis head •sank on his breast. It 

• • • 

was but for one moment, for ii» the next he 

sprang u]^, as if indignant* at the complaint 
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tlius wrung, from liim. ilis pale eyt\s beamed 
ill the seeninig <iustre of suffering virtueV and, 
lik^.^ ;ui arch iixcd firmer by every increase 
of pressure, he gained strength from each ad> 
dii^iilnal load of obloquy and •'wrong. The 
awe-struck observers gazed on him, marvelling 
how so fiend-like a being could thus bear the 
aspect of a demi-god. Rreda, obeying the com- 
mands of the judges, began to answer their ques- 
tions in the words of her formerl!y<iiold recital ; but 
the im'patience of tliQ people would not wait for 
:his, to their oniiids, unnecessary forjrfrality. 
Y ells and threats burst out all around ; and the 
judges, hurried away by the violence of tlie 
crowd and the sympathy of their own exciteci 
passions, pronounced the sentence of death, 
which decreed agonies of torture and excesses of 
ignominy to the doomed body of the culprit, that 
make men of the present times shudder and blush, 
for what tlmir s}x*cies was in those dark and 
bloo^ly days. The prisoner heard the sentence 
and the infuriate shouts by which it was hailed, 
but he stood unmoved, like a rock lashed by the 
frantic waves,* and as calm as that wide tract of 
ocean which reinams perpetually still, though 



THE DOUBLE DOUBT. 


63 

tliiindcr roars and lightnings flaslywithont ces- 
sation above its waves. 

Tlie headsman and his assistants laj/;] ^\eir 
coarse hands on their prey, and ^ith trium^diant 
delight they were about to lead him to tlie^id- 
joiiring room wliere the rack stood ready — the 
crowd })ourcd out towards this place ot* exhibition 
— the judges prepared quit the judgment-scat 
— when, rising above the jinany discordant 
sounds, a loud'*vbice was heard, crying out in 
piercing tones, ‘‘ Mercy !•— justice ! — He* is in- 
nocent ! 

TIk? interruption was so unlooked for, and the 
assertion so startling, that curiosity and wonder 
for a moment overmastered the eager longing 
for blood and the desire of vengeance. .Free 
))assage was made for a man who burst through 
tile throng, and it was soon discovered that it 
was ]{iij)ert of Stalbach who forced his onward 
way. and^threw' himself at tin? feet f>f the judges. 

Mercy for me! and justice for * him T. cried 
the sup])liant, with convulsed voice, whrle his 
haggjyd looks*and b^odd-shot ^eyes bore witness 
to his past and present suffering ; For him 
against ^liom hell has wofked in vain. No ' 
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It could nrt be tliat truth, honour, and inno- 
cence slioiild fcJl beneath the stroke of infamy. 

his dishonouring chains ! Head in his 
noble, countenance if he be a parricide and an 
iifipostor ! Wonder at if yc musEj^but also obey 
the words of Heaven, speaking truth and fact 
through me its unworthy instrument ! And pity 
me if yc will while urged Ion by my remorse thus 
to load my own name with infamy ! Oh, Harold 
— deeply injured as thou hast beCii — fix not thine 
eyes tfius terribly upon me ! their last glance 

. I 

tlrove me to desperation — they now fill me with 
despair ! It was not I that dealt the blow — no. 
there, there he stands, whose parricidjil arm 
struck down thy father and his own — wliile I 
stood aloof, as criminal but less bloody r 

With unsteady hand he here pointed to a 
man whose towering height made him easily re- 
cognized among the crowd, but whose slouched 
cap and who»c mantle held high had hitherto 
concealed his face from observation. Those 
arounS him shrunk back at Ruperf s words ; but 
a better spirit encoura^ng some, they sprang 
upon him as h*e attempted to escape, and in spite 
of his vigoron > resistance they overpowered him 
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and dragged his concealment aside, ^nc glance 
broke ^he long mystery ! JtJ^es, gaolers, 
guards, and every individmd of the promis,<;u^r<s 
crowd, threw with wild wonder th^ir looks J&rom 
this new captive* to him whose death-march hSt 
for a moment been halted — then back again with 
a new intensity of amaze — turning lirst from the 
demoniac villain denounced by Rupert, to his 
living likeness Sir Harold of Steyifels — and then 
back from him tu-Rudolf of the Hartz ! 

Order and form were cctnpletely ovei;ttlrned 
in the assemblage. The first iiftpulse was now 
to list to Ruperfs completion of the confession, 
so incoherently begun, that the darkest part of 
the mystery might be explained. Broken in 
upon by sobs and sighs which seemed to ease his 
overloaded breast, the repentant reprobate pro- 
ceeded in his connectless, but still convincing 
revelation. His first efforts went to extenuate 
his own early errors. He spdke wkh a bitter 
penitence of what^as past ; and a flood of ^t#ars 
rushed out as he alludecj to the long-enjoyed 
friendship of tho'fee whom •he had so successfully 
laboured to render wretched and* to destroy. 

At length, saiej he, whAi I had reached 
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tlie very bnnk ol'ruin, Sir Harold returned alive 
and well, to .^i^ateh from, me the enjoyment of 
tli-u^inlieritance*' on whieli I felt myself on the 
])oiitt of bccoifiing })o.ssessed. My mind, ])ve~ 
jiVired for any delusion that seemed to stay off 
for ever so little the impending ruin, eagerly re- 
ceived the notion that it was indeed an impostor 
that liad returned to Stern fels. I attempted to 
dislodge him ; and even then, when struck al- 
most dumb by that single glaoce, whicli would 
have brought conviction to anyone to whom it 
did not at the 5aine time bring despair, I refused 
to admit or own the truth. AVhen justice even 
decided against my accusations and established 
his identity, I only became more wilfiilly blind. 
Then came revenge, dire progeny of shame and 
rage, and I revelled for awhile, but yet guiltless, 
in that dark delight, the worst of man’s worst 
thoughts. It was at this crisis of my career that 
yonder miscreant sought and found me. He 
found me, alas ! ready moulded for his purpose 
— ready to enter into,, complicity with his most 
hideous crimes — but still not daring to,^do the 
last fell deed.'’ 

Peace, babbling and rcci:eant wretch !” ex- 
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clcUiiK'd, in a voice of horrid strength, tly' ])rc-eiui- 
nent vilfain of the strange dniina iic^being acted, 
Peace ! nor mention deeds whitli even in nv \e 
make yon tremble. For me these tlilmes are m^re 
Ht; and by me th^e} shall be fitly treated; forlhav? 
iauglied through life at the jmling distinctions of 
morality, and never yet bent my knee to man or 
(4od. My heart has beeTi of dint, girded with a 
belt of ice — as hard as it was cpld ; a suitable 
whetstone to the mni-beaked bird of Ijccla! 
^Phus nature threw me forth,* and my dced^*may 
tell if I ever strove to thwart natifte. Deatli, I 
see, is now in waiting, but ere I quit this life I 
must leave some records of myself that my fame 
may not be belied. First, know ye then, I am 
sprung from no word-hallowed and time honour- 
ed source. My mother was tlic ruined victim of 
him whom I only knew to be my father that I 
might liate him, for her sake and my own. Vice 
and guilt were my heritage *and ^ere close 
grafted in my nature. I owed all tliis to^ #ny 
father. Was not the delut duly paid ? Is*not 
the account duly*balanced*.^ I sjjrang from him 
-by me he fell ! He gave me life afid infamy — 
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I struck him clown ! Ere I could lisp the name 
of father, raifie had abandoned me to despair. 

married, 'and yonder wretch, my twice- 
es^ped victifn, was born to brand me the deeper 
“^^with disgrace. My mother loved me with bound- 
less warmth. She lavished learning, accom- 
plishments, and gold upon me ; I asked not how 
tlie latter became heri^: Bad and bold, I knew 
my shame, far her first lessons were those of 
loathing and abhorrence to the name of si, re and 
brother. * 

“ My mother died. Friendless and without 
resources but those of my own mind, I plunged 
on my career, and followed it through scenes too 
varied to j)icture now. He came across my 
path ! The steel that had so long and so well 
served me failed of its oflice when turned against 
his hated heart. He fell under my blows, but 
not mortally hurt. I arose from the fight, a 
prisoner, with the alternative of .slavery as a 
Christian or wealth and dignities as a Turk. I 
did not hesitate. I became a renegade to Christ- 
ian forms. I knew nO faith, and cross and cres- 
c ent were to me alike. Believing my victim to 
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have perished among the noteless slain, for his 
body coi Id no where be found, I,gjink in indo- 
lence. No thought of him cam<j on my volup- 
tuous course; and luxury and lo^e bent their 
subtle allurement* to turn me aside from theT)es?^ 
part ^'f my design. 

“ Years rolled along. A Christian slave 
first brought to me the ntiws of Harold of Stren- 
fcls having escaped from a long captivity, and of 
his being returned taliis happy home. The scath- 
ing tfdings fell like lightni\jg on my sco*r#hed 
heart. I knew no peace until I# set out once 
again to Germany to mar, at least, the bliss that I 
was not destined to share. This slave had also in- 
fci^med me of the great struggle against the newly 
returned lord of Sternfels by his greedy kins- 
man. To him, therefore, I first addressed my- 
self on reaching the scene of my few but not 
wholly fruitless exploits. Taking advantage of ' 
his fir.st astonishment at my miraculous resem- 
blance, I opened all my plans, and dw^lt mainly 
oil his own fall Irom fame land importance to 
odium and misery. His ^gnkling mind was w^ell 
fitted for my purpose. We calcul|^ted our ex- 
pected gains, and afranged our^plot. 
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Our (Irst notion was to send Harold alone u* 
liis o:ravc ; byt the death of the old Uian lield 
out a double prospect of ambition and^cvenge. 
IVly coward ]^)artncr dared not be the complete 
^;r;liiajn be wdslicd to be ! llc-'iefu.scd to strike 
tb(‘ blow — I struck it, and bad JIarold died a> 
we hoped by — ^^iusticc ! — 1 liad soon aj)))cared 
tbe true lieir, and div ided tlie spoils witli tin 
liase recreant wlio lias betrayed me. 

One circumstance seemed to seal our suc- 
cess* the coming of yonder ])alc-faced girl to 
mark me in ;ny hour of lilial vengeance. 
heart leaped upwards in ardent longing to plunge 
my weapon in her breast, but I staid tlie blow 
that she might be the surest evidence agaijist 
her father. And when I came here to glut my 
eyes mi bis agonies, I little dreamt of this end- 
ing to all. But bis escape is dearly bought. No 
sire to cliant a byinn of triumph — his wife 
frantic, it inay be dying — and the poisoned l)arb 
of blasted liojic festering in bis heart ! 

t" I have s))okcn ! Let me be now known 1‘ov 
what I was. 1 stood ^lone in tbe world, bating 
it, and now, die its unrelenting foe. But one 
act of justice sb dl close and dignify my course 
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”-t!;crc! to thy clastiird heart, eaitiil !“' Ai\tl 
with tbe uUeraiice of tljc^ e .“o n])rii]nly 

spcccli, he darted tlic iin- 

^urpec tiiio- tliroiig full upon Kiqu'rt, seized Inir. 
hv tlie luih*, one hand, and with the 
])lie.uvd a dagger in his l)reast. 'rh(‘ poniard 
felt Its lleshy slieatli- the writhini^ man gapped 
in ;H^^>ny — tlie l)]o#d inonntecf to liis thrr>at* 

.•rsd his ^J:szed eyes uplurned in dcatli. 

'flu des})erale uuirderev next raised the reek- 
i.i:;'Tlade to strilvO at his oij’ii heart ; ])iit*i#(;, liis 
race of l.lood was run ! The ru^ldno' tliron*.'" ar- 
iisted Ills ann.^ and the liiial ])1 onv was lelt for 
.u-tiee to strike, dd-e rack was at hand. He 
^\.;s dr.e^'^ed out, and far/v-deseen ding strok<?s (»!* 
torture V. ere plainly luard--hut no groan eann 
’.' itli them to tell lliat tiny fell on im;rtai ha'i)/. 

And iiow loud shouts were lieard outside, and 
.1 fenade figure c<>nduet^d hy the joyoiih caa ^vTl 
eaio.o rapidly on, llie Jiu.d: 0% iover making hoi 
lino * lirigiil, and hA: „hteiiii;g» lier rmtural 
wiaii. It may v, eh he* guessed that k w:is 
I'irnda ANhoni# ni/Ught ^could liindci* ii-oin tin 
liaif delun us hiiss of hurrying frpm her fevt rtal 
•'viohj. 10 hail with fond emknice the triuinpli (d’ 
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him ■whom her searching glances soon discover. 

\ 

He sprang fo|^ward to meet her salutatkn, and 
flung his still shackled arms around hef; while 
she strained the double captive in folds of love 
wronger than the fetters by whicli he was yet for 
a moment bound. 
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In one of the wilU and thickly wooded^valleys 
of the Rhine, in a spot as Resolate as tlic story 
connected with it is dismal, are *still to be seen 
some crumbling ruins of what was once a plain 
but handsome chapel. Half concealed v/ith 
moss and brambles, and rising above a steep 
crag close to these ruins, the fragments of a 
tomb arc yet in evidence. The word Liba^ in 
German characters, is plainly legible. Several 
other broken words are scarcely distinguishable, 
but they te^ no story of the tenant fhat has for 

centuries mouldev^d below. Tradition, hovie^er, 

• • 

has preserved one. The» name of the place iv 
Trucnfals ; andl^oth m^ifument <'«id chapel were 
erected to the mcniory of a maidcn*who died in 
the flower of youths hundreds of years ago. 

E 2 
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In the neiglibourhood of tliis dreary spot lived 
ail old knight "named Sir Tlalther of the Mount, 
with Liha, his only daughter. This daughter 
was .V' lovely and so amiable, that several of the 
young nobles, whose families then possessed, and 
whose castles ornamented the district of the 
Seven 3Tountains, entered into brisk rivalry for 
the possession of her hand. But Sir Balther 
had promised it to Sibert of I'^lcnthal, and Liba 
had sh'^wn no objection to the match. Had her 
father indeed destinc’d her for the oldest, ugliest, 
and most ill-tempered of her suitors, this pattern 
of hlial obedience had not murmured, however she 
might have mourned. It may well then be be- 
lieved with wdiat pleasure she confirmed her 
parent's choice of the liandsoinest, kindest, and 
bravest youth of the country. 

, Sir Balther, who was proud and fierce, like 
most of his brother feudatories, had been for 
years in constant enmity with the Archbishop of 
(k)lo^'nc, of whom he w'as the assal. Ilis fiery 
spirit lost no op])ortuuity of raising fresh quar- 
rels, and his ha.iglity temper neither brooked in- 
jury nor concealed anger. One day, during the 
access of one of liis frequent fits of enmity against 
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the prelate, he entertained at his castle a com- 
pany 6i friends, all deeply imbued with his own 
feelings. Young Sibert alone Vas absent from 
the feast, from some accidental cifiise. 

As the heating effects of large potations oi 
lihine-wine fermented the blood of the inflam- 
mable company, explosions of rage ^took ylacc, all 
directed against the ab^tnt archbishop, and des- 
tined to be too fatally follo'wed up. 

How,*" cried ‘Schott of Grunstein, “ could 
mortal man, much less a* spurred and* Celted 
knight, submit to this exaction f To claim my 
kinc, my sheep, the very lambs yet unweaned I 
To force from me at once both lay tribute and 
clerical tithes ! By Heavens, it is too bad ! It 
must not, it cannot be borne 

No — no more than his insult to my honour,*' 
exclaimed Hugo of Wolfsbratten, ‘‘slighted by 
him in the very church ! The torch which I 
held in the procession refused his blessing, be- 

cause it was caisijed by rne ! Me, whose jjfood 

• • 

is, methinks, more pure ithan his whose shield 

bears qvartering*s 

“ Tut, tut, brother,’*' interrupted the old lord 
of Swalbach, “•what is this grievance com- 
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pared to mine ? No priest, no prince, no pope 
even could beai attaint to the honour of Wolfs- 
bratten — but has not yon proud prelate torn my 
very .squire from my protection ? And does he 
not lie this hour imprisoned in Cologne 

Ay, and has he not lowered my banner 
from tl\e catjiedral choir, and whitewashed the 
wall in the place where it hung vociferated 
Ulrich von Zweimmelthorp, at the same time 
striking the table with his clenched fist, so as to 
make goblets, flasks, and glasses dance in a 
fashion that was certainly common enough to 
the drinking-bouts of those and later days. 

The climax of outrage and indignity an- 
nounced by the last speaker threw the listeners 
completely off their centre. It was bad enough 
to distrain cattle for dues, to refuse a benediction 
to the torch of an obnoxious intruder, to imprison 
the roaring partizan of a turbulent freebooter; 
but to sweep away the cobweb from^a banner of 
nobifity, and whitewash the filth which it had 
for half a century coReealed and fostered, was 
indeed too bad^’ The bpisterous conspirators — 
for such they were to a man— broke all bounds 
of decorum or prudence, and uttered the most 
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uncoiRpromising threats of vengeance. A dozen 
difTereni plans for carrying thos<e threats intd 
execution were proposed by as* many diflerent 
voices ; and all were confounded an upr^ij ot 
feudal clamour.** One talked of a public mani- 
festo against the various instances of wrong. 
Another insisted on a declaration of rights. 
third recommended a le^^e of the injured lords, 
offensive and defensive. A fourth urged an im- 
mediate levy of mefa, and a war of despersuion. 

Sir Balther, as in duty bound, listenQidVith 
as much patience as he could cdlmmand to the 
outbursts of his choleric and rebellious guests ; 
and having, from his situation as host, been able 
to preserve his head rather more clear than the 
rest, he had sense enough to see that all these 
))arallel proposals, though tending towards the 
same object, were none of them coming or able 
to come to the point. He therefore made a sig- 
nal for silence, but that obtaii^ed little success. 
He next roared,4Ct the topmost pitch of his voice, 
a request to be heard. ’Jlut his proposal* was 
drowned among the rjsl. He •next devised a 
plan which succeeded in stopjiing Tor a moment 
the mouths of tli« party. He filled his glass. 
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and raised it, intimating that he was about to 
propose a toast ; and while all drained \he last 
drops of their gablets to the animating sentiment 
of “ Death to- our archbishop and arch enemy V' 

-the president seized the opportunity to deliver 
himself of the following pithy speech ; — 

“ Brother knights, my very esteemed guests, 
ye are all but a pack of asses ! What do you, 
and I, and all qf us want? Revenge ? How is 
it to be obtained ? By treatiels, and leagues, and 
proclaipations ? No — but by action, instant, 
immediate, desperate action ! Our persecuting 
enemy is this very day absent from Cologne — 
this very hour at Urbach, consecrating the new 
church — will be this very night on his way back 
to the strong hold of his tyranny. Shall he 
ever reach it alive? A hundred bold men-at- 
arms can overpower his unprepared guard, taken 

I 

by surprise, and probably half drunk. Shall the 
archbishop then ever reach home alive ?’’’ 

“•Never, never ! We swearjt, we swear it I"” 
was the solemn answer, uttered in full deep 
chorus; and ev^^y one* instantly sobered^by the 
terrible solemnity of the pledge, they hastened 
off, to gather each his quota of followers, agree- 
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ing on a certain place of rendezvous — where all 
in due time met. 

That night the Archbishop of Cologne was a 
corpse. Waylaid and surprised, his escort made 
a feeble resistjgi^e and he found no nftrey, 
having rarely shewed any to his enemies. 

The emperor for the time being, often the just 
avenger of crime, as often the upholder oPwrong, 
but in most cases moved by their direct or in- 
direct influence on his own prerogatives, saw in 
this transaction a flagrant violation of^ Jaw, 
justice, and authority, and resolved to make a 
terrible example of the oflenders. Within a feiv^ 
weeks from the night of the archbishop's murder 
almost every one of the confederates died on the 
scaflbld, or were hung on gibbets erected on the 
scene of their crime. The confessions of several 
threw the chief blame on Sir Balther. Tie had 
not yet been made amenable to justice — or 
vengeance, with which it is so often confounded. 
On hearing ♦of the arrest and executjon of his 
accomplices, he p&t his castlointo the best s^gte 
of defence ; and ^as he hoped for no mercy, lu 
resolvx'd fo sell his life aj? dearly as he could. 

\o one, whether* a friend or foe of the un- 

A 
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fortunate archbishop or his unlucky enemies, 

was more shocked or grieved at these events 

than young Sibert of Ulenthal. He thanked 
! 

Heaven and his patron saint full many a time 
that ' he had been absent from the fatal party at 
whi?h the plot was laid, and at his being thus 
preserved, to save at least his beloved Liba from 
the de&truction to which her too guilty father 
was doomed. He repaired to the court of the 
emperor, obtained an audience, threw himself at 
his feet, and implored his imperial permissi ^n to 
accompany the force destined for the attack and 
destruction of Sir Balther’s castle, and to bear 
away harmless the innocent daughter to whom 
he was affianced, although the utmost excess pf 
ruin and certain death was inviolably decreed 
against the father. 

It would be long to tell and tedious to describe 
the preparations made for the attack of Sir 
Balthcr’s almost impregnable retreat, impreg- 
liable at least in days before the invention of 
gunpowder allowed the blastSig mine to spring 
beneath security's feet, or the bursting shower 
of shells and rockets to fall on the doomed heads 
of the besieged. But many r bold squadron and 
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platoon was marched forward to the enterprise. 
Machines of powerful effect battered the castle 
walls, and javelins, stones, and arrows, did great, 
destruction on the small but despera^ garrison. 
Sir Balther oi^ Jiis part was not idle, and fbuch 
slaughter was done on the lines of the exaspemted 
imperialists. 

The bold Sir Balther Was constatitly exposed, 
as he led on sorties against his assailant.^ or 
reconnoitred their approaches from his towers 
and battlements. He was lucky enougl^ to 
escape even without a wound ; bjit one flay he 
received a shock greater than any that could be 
effected by the worst missile on perceiving young 
Sibert of Ulenthal in the enemy’s ranks. He 
could scarcely believe his eyes ; and to confirm 
their evidence he called Liba to his side. SIk 
too saw this apparent proof of her lover’s worhc 
than desertion — for his presence there s])ok( 
breach of honour as well as of affection. .Sir 
Balther’s b(ffd nerves became more firjnly braced 
at sight of what Tie thought anew enemy, 
gentle Liba was^ differently affected. She sunk 
insensibfe in her fathei^s arms, was carried in 
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that State to her chamber, and only revived to 
the full conviction of her misery. 

In the mean while young Sibert, filled with 
new hope^at the partial sight of his mistress, 
advaftced towards the walls wjth outstretched 
arm<3, and endeavoured to express by his 
gestures that he was come to save her and bear 
her froln thtf dreadful fate that impended over 
the other inmates of the castle. Sir Balther 
allowed him to approach within certain range of 
an amw, and seizing the bow from the hands of 
an archer close by him, he discharged the flying 
weapon with unerring aim. 

That for thy traitorous heart r cried he, as 
the bow-string twanged and the arrow- cu**^ 
through the air. 

Thank Heaven, he has it was the next 
exclamation as the weapon too surely struck its 
^mark. Sibert was carried oft* to the besiegers" 
camp. Sir Balther took care speedily to inform 
the wretched Liba of his exploit. Her despair 
was*iTow complete. And the fury of the contest 
between besiegers and besieged reached a greater 
lieight than ever. 



THE TRUENFELS. 


85 


Within ten days from this event the castle 
was reduced to the last extremity. The scaling 
ladders of the foe were fairly planted against the 
walls. One after another its works were carried ; 
and at length^gii one night of gloom and%torm 
the very body of the place was in the powr of 
the imperialists. A final assault made them 
masters of all ; and slaughter, piHagc,*and de- 
vastation were to be seen throughout, by the 
blaze of the fire, which in every part consumed 
the massive building. 

The beautiful Liba would wiyingly have met 
death at the hands of the foe. But she dared 
not venture to encounter their libertine fury. 
Half dressed, v/ith flowing hair, and trembling 
steps, she fled therefore to the refuge of her 
father’*s protection. Traversing corridors and 
halls which resounded with the shouts of the 
victors, and where at every step she encountered 
tlie dead or the dying glaring in the fierce light 
of the conflagration, she at last readied a distant 
court yard and There percei^K^d her father d-jspe- 
rately fighting with his lalt few adherents against 
1‘earful odds. Just ai? she was* darting to his 
side, to share the •fate he braved, her arm was 
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forcibly caught in the grasp of a man and in a 
moment he drew her to him and clasped her to 
his breast. 

Oh ! mercy, mercy !” cried she. Strike me 
to tiie^hcart, but spare my honoi\rJ’'’ 

Liba, dost thou not know me.^” murmured 
a voice which even then spoke not in vain to her 
heart’s ?;ympi.thies. It was Sibert, who but 
partly recovered from his wound, but still faint 
and ailing, had left the camp and braved the 
perils of the assault, unarmed save by the s^in- 
spiring passion on which he reckoned to bear 
him safe. 

Sibert! not dead? Oh Heaven pity me ! 
my brain wanders. They told me thou wert 
dead — killed by my father’s hand ! ” 

‘‘ No, Liba, I live for thee and love. All 
may now be well. Thy father’s cruel weapon 
^rankled in my breast, but thy image was there 
before it to neutralize the barbed point. Now 
fly, fly, my beloved ! I am not, as thou seest, 
an eiicmy. I have tlie emperor’s full pardon for 
thee — ^liis commands to snatch thee hence. Turn, 
Liba, turn with me from this horrid scene.” 

And my father 



THE TRUENFELS. 


87 

Oh, name him not in such an hour as this ! 
The ban is on his head — ^nothing may save him 
— and all that aid, abet, or linger near him are 
doomed to inevitable ruin !’** 

Then welcome ruin ! Farewell, Sibert* for 

• • 

ever !’’' exclaimed Liba, springing from the in- 
effectual grasp of her distracted lover, and gain- 
ing with a bound the side of her desperate 
parent. 

Ah, my child ! my dear daughter cried 
the old warrior, forgetting even his furious re- 
vengc in beholding her whom he^had quite given 
iij) for lost ; and he dropped his sword’s point 
and threw wide the arm that held his protecting 
shield that he might freely receive her as she 
threw herself on his breast. The very ruffians 
who had assailed him, reeking with blood and 
hot for slaughter, paused awhile from their fell 
work, and gazed on the affecting scene of filiak 
and paternal love. 

‘‘ Now i^elcome death indeed ! ^h it is hap- 
])iness to esca})& disgrace aryl die thus with Jliec, 
my father !” exclaimed *Liba, hanging on Sir 
Balthi?r's neck and embracing hTm wildly. 

“ Take them tjive !” cried the commander of 
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tlie foes, who now prepared to resume their at- 
tack. Let no weapon touch them on peril of 
your heads ! Torture and the gallows for the 
old man — but the girl is my prize 

‘^T'lly, father ! Dearest father, fly !*’*’ exclaimed 
Liba- as Sir Balther, throwing his shield before 
him, rushed once more upon his enemies. She 
clung to 'his arm and prevented his advance, still 
imploring him to fly. 

Fly, girl ! Where There is no safety but 
in desperation and death ! Look at the flames 
that everry where burst out ? Come on, cowards ! 
come on 

“ Father, father, you see they will not tight 
with you. Oh, plunge your sword into- my 
breast sooner than let me fall into their hands 
‘‘ That I cannot do, by Heavens !” rej)lie(l 
the old chieftain. “ Thou art at this moment 
file living portrait of thy mother. I cannot kill 
her child !” and he once more caught his daughter 
in his arms, and strained her with a fierce emo- 
tion tf>"his breast. 

Oh fly, then ; there is yet an opening down 
there to the vaults !’’’ cried Liba, endeavburing 
to lead him to the archway, through which a 
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narrow passage seemed yet left between the 
Hame and smoke that burst out at.cither side, 

“ Away then, away, ere T repent me of my 
own dishonour, which now^ I prefer to thmg 
exclaimed the fJflicr, at the same time flinging 
his shield and sword with desperate force at the 
group of enemies wdio stood before him, their 
weapons pointed out to lKie])him at bay. In the 
same instant, snatching the cloajv from a dead 
body at his foot, he wrapped it round Liba, and 
before the lookers on had time to recover from 
their amaze, both father and daughter disap- 
peared in the open archway. 

Pursue them, pursue — and bring back the 
girl alive I'"* cried the hoarse voice of the com- 
mander; but his orders were unavailing. Just 
as the men rushed forward the beams and ma- 
sonry of the archway fell with a loud crash. A 
volume of smoke, flame, and dust rose thickly 
up ; and no one doubted but that the chieftain 
and his daughtcijiad perished. 

But fate had not quite le^fall its heavy hanefon 
the destitute paii^ Forcing their ^ay along, they 
reached the subterranean vaults, bfit not botli 
unharmed. Liba, securely wrffliped in the dead 
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soldier’s cloak, was unscathed by the fire through 
which she passed. Sir Balther, withe at such 
shelter, was grievously scorched. His eyes felt 
as ^though portions of the flame had settled in 
them. His agony was great; *and but for his 
daughter’s sake he had lain down at once and 
waited for death, which had now been welcome 

r. o 

come in what shape it might. 

Wandering ,on at random, for Sir Balther 
could not see his way through the subterraneous 
windings which he 'knew so well, and Liba was 
quite ignorant of their intricate paths, they at 
length reached an outlet. It admitted them into 
the deep forest which surrounded the castle at a 
short distance ; and the flames from the burning 
pile allowed the half sinking and half maddened 
girl to sec sufficiently before her and prevent any 
accident to her father or herself from the un- 
equal and obstructed soil. Worn out at length 
with exertion of body and mind, she sank on the 
earth, and slept in spite of all her suffering, her 
agonized parent watch’ng her — yet almost hoping 
for her sake *'.nd his own that she might never 
more awake, for were her sorrows ended by 
death, he felt th^t then he too might die. 
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The songs of birds, the bright smiles of the 
morning oun, the pure breath of the^early breeze, 
tlie fragrance of opening flowei%, formed the 
combination of natural delights wlfich brok^ on 
Liba's awakening* senses. For a moment all 
seemed as if she lay in paradise. But memory 
is to wTetchedness what conscience is to guilt — 
both ever ready to drag fheir victims back to the 
view of what the one has done and the other 
suffered. ’Tis the* happy alone who revel in 
oblivion. Even virtue is defiied the enjoyjnent, 
if sorrow has once crossed its path.* 

And Liba, now alive to a full consciousness of 
her own woes, found her only chance of tem- 
])orary forgetfulness in the contemplation of her 
fathers desolate and dreadful state. Roused to 
exertion by the sacred duty of solacing his suf- 
ferings., she led him farther into the forest, ga- 
thered plants whose soothing qualities were 
known to her and applied them to his burning 

eyes, sought w^ater to quench his thirk, made a 

• • # 

bed of leaves and moss on which he might strive 
to repose, and gathered^^ld fruks and berries 
to allay the cravings of nature. Fof utterly de- 
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^pairing as were both parent and child, they 
still clung to life, though had death be^in offered 
by otlicr hand? than their own they would each 
have joyfully^' embraced it. 

For several days they thuS 'existed ; having 
discovered in the wilderness a cave that sheltered 
them from the wind and rain, and secured them 
from all danger of discovery. In this state of living 
burial, they continued, Sir Balther being wholly 
blind, and Liba exhausting every means of sub- 
sistlmce afforded by the wild vicinage of their 
sanctuary. 

Forced to extend her wanderings in search of 
these scanty supplies, she one day descried the 
figure of a man pensively leaning against a tree. 
Terror kept her motionless %r a moment, and 
fixed her gaze upon him. It was Sibert, who 
pursued in almost utter hopelessness his daily 
task of seeking the fugitives, whom he alone 
persisted in believing not to have been de- 
stiv^yed,— true to that instinct (so often an in- 

^ I 

fafuation) that will n^t let lovers loose their hold 
of hope. 

Liba's fiist impulse was to call on Sibert's 
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name and fling herself into liis arms. Ikit an 
instant's di ought repelled the natimil suggestion 
of her heart. “ No,**' thought shf, he at least 
shall not be involved in our ruin— ^he shall^n^t 

he sacrificed l)y*tiie contagion of our touch!"' 

• 

And retiring unpcrceived, she retraced her steps 
to the dreary cavern which was now her only 
home. 

Thus had she three times ^voluntarily re- 
nounced the beloved* object of her pure passion, 
on grounds of as pure priifl^iple ; first, iy !he 
))e]i(f of his infideiity to lier fatlK^r^s cause; se- 
condly, rather tlian abandon that parent to se- 
cure her own safety; and lastly, to avoid com. 
];roiiiising this adored lover in tlie destruction to 
vdiieh they were doomed. Such generous de- 
votion surely merited reward. J.et us hope that 
it received an am])le share, — but it was not on 
this earth ! 

^^h)uud u]i ])y this stretch of forbearance to 
that state of ov«*strained buoyancy which ^tiic 
martyrs of virtue fancy to* he happiness, Liha 
n turned to her father, wyl? a light*step, a beam- 
ing countenance, and a heating hT?art. Her 
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fancied triumph over the natural impulses of her 
heart was soon however sinking into desp ondency. 
But any token of despair was for the instant 
averted by her father^s proposing, for the first 
time, to quit his retreat and Breathe the open 
air. Taking Liba’s hand in his, he said, I 
know not how it is with me' to-day, my child, 

I 

but I feel a something -I cannot describe which 
calls me into the sight of heaven. It is as 
though a feeling from the skies (which, alas ! I 
inifet never sec) urged me forth. I am irresist- 
ably impellea to obey this call. It is like a 
noiseless summons from on high. Come then, 
Liba, lead me into the sunshine, though I may 
not know its brightness ! The day is clear and 
serene, is it not 

■^Tis sultry, my father, rather than serene. 
But the blue sky is only disfigured by one dark 
cloud which will no doubt pass quickly away.'’ 

Lead me tiien to the blessed beams of light, 
tliat I m"ay feel them warm my chilled heart 
once more. 

“ This way then, wy father — this way to the 
lone gray rock which stands singly in the forest, 
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and whence one may sec the blue waters of the 
Rhine-c>-oh ! forgive me, my fatfier — I forgot 
tliy misfortune r 

Nay, nay, Liba, I see them* too — as I jsec 
thee, my girl, iV the deep clear stream of me- 
mory, bright and clear and pure — come on, come 
on to the sunshin^ 

• • 

When they cmergcckfrom the gloomy thicket 
Sir Balther felt the sun‘‘s rays^and turned up 
his sightless balls if longing to see the day- 
god which thus revived him. Art thou* safe 
hero, Liba ?'** asked he, after a Aoment’s pause. < 

Is there no chance of some straggler of our 
persecutors wandering this way ? Hast thou seen 
no one on thy walks in search of food P"” 

No enemy, father, has met my view since 
the fatal night of the assault.’’’ 

“ Then hast thou seen no one, my child, for 
to a proscribed and ruined man like me all 
become enemies even if thty were friends 
before V' 

Liba had now reached the rock, and her fa- 
ther sat down dh a pr^ecting fr^igmcnt, basking 
in the genial rays which fell so Warmly there. 
In a moment tb^ sky was c^ercast — the dark 
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and solitary cloud remarked by Liba had reached 
the place where she and Sir Balther jaxt, and 
threw’ its deep shadow' dowui upon them. At 
thq same time a few’ large drops fell heavily from 
it. These were instantly follo'v<'ed by a flash of 
lightning and a simultaneous crash that told 
how terribly close was the thunderbolt. Both 
father and daughter fell ilead to the earth. 

Sibert of Uleuthal w’as close to the sjxot. He 
had caught a view of Liba when she thought 
she el?caped iinobser\t?d had tracked her to the 
cavern ; had thence followed lier and her father 
through the thicket, overheard their short con- 
versation, and w'as on the point of springing for- 
w'ard to throw himself before them and announce 
the emperor*‘s pardon, of which he was the bearer. 
Stunned for a few’ seconds by the fatal flash, but 
rushing forward as soon as he recovered his pre- 
sence of mind, he saw two cor])ses wdiere he a 
minute befoM* had marked the two living beings 
in whose fate his whole happinesii was centered. 
Sir Balther was blackened and burned. Liba 
shewed no visibk mark of Heaven's wratlv For 
a moment hc^t lover believed her still to live. 
She lived in immortality, but Iry in death. 
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The tomb and the chapel were erected by the 
vtrdcrs oi‘ Sibert on the site of this* deep tragedy. 
Tlie body of Liba was dcposite5 in tlie tomb 
Sibert took possession of the little chapel and !»n 
adjoining building, where he passed the rcsi of 
his desolate caree^ in mourning for her death 
and T preparing for his own. 


VOL. III. 




Tin: IMlISCiNEU 


THE PFALZ. 




THE PRISONER 


or 

THp PFALZ. 


One of tlie most ‘striking, if not the m^st pic- 
turesque, objects of the voyage of the Rhfnc is 
the fort-like building called the Pfalzgrafenstein,^ 
or, more commonly and briefly, the Pfalz. It 
is situated on an island nearly central in the 
river, between the towns of Canb and Bacca- 


rach ; and the stream presenting at this point 
one of those frequent illusions which so diver- 
sify its beauties, this tower has been sometimes 


designated the Castle in the Lake. Such in- 
deed is the^ appearance of the river iri this place; 
and the stillnefti of land and water, the encircling 
hills, and impenetrable ^^oods, give an air of 
solemn security, well syiled to fhe purposes for 


which the buildin 


n^ was employed during many 


an age ; namely, ‘jis a prison ^it times for stat(.‘ 
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criminals^ but more usually as a place for anotiier 
species of coKjhiemeui — that of the successive 
countesses' palatines, whose accouchements, in 
oi>Vr to give tiic heir a legal title to his inherit- 
ance, were to be there effected. This rcgula- 
tiop, which now appears but an absurd ordinanc e', 
was no doubt connected with some reasons of 
state, if wc may so digniiy the coarse and ca])ri- 
cions motives which influenced tlic cliicftains of 
feudality. 

High above the river, and looking down from 
a rugged battlement of rocks behind the town of 
Canb, are the ruins of Gutenfels, an old castle, 
which some centuries ago bore the title -of Cuhe^ 
but it was new named to its present appellation, 
in compliment to the Countess Gucia, of the an- 
cient line of Nuringen, an heiress of surpassing 
beauty, who had not only the honour of soften- 
ing for awhile the hard-hearted, and becoming 
the wife of Hermann, Count Palatine, but of 
mnlVlng a conquest of a still more elevated lover, 
if at least the romantic traditions of the Jihine 
speak truly* i>ut the Honour of an alliao.ee with 
princedom was dearly purcliascd by the draw- 
back on happiness sequent ( n a union with a 
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iKiuti:lity, violent, and despotic man, douMe h^r 
(Avn ap;^, without sympathy further virturs or 
s(>ul for her charms ; and whose, only aim in liis 
elioice was the pride of possessing the most 
lovely woman of'her day, or some passing tlesire 
tliat ratlier degraded than ennobled its ohjci^ 
Tor three yUrs after her marriage, \hc 
countess bore her hard fiitc without a murnnir* 
lor conscience told her she had ^alone herself to 
hlamc, Ihit she* hushed her self-reproaches 
even, by recollecting the •motives whicli»had 
urged her to consent to the matMi. In the in- 
nocence and inexperience of youth, she liad !)e- 
iicved tliat the happiness of her suitor had de- 
pended on it ; and she liad licrst'lf formed iuj ru- 
tachrnent at the time which would have taught 
her feelings the difference between the sjuirious 
])asi':ion of the palatine, and that real one, to 
com])are it with which is blasphemy against the 
heart's divinity. ]5ut never had a woman in her 
station, or a wife so irreproachable, tl) bear such 
indignities of suspicion j^id* jealousy as fclT to 

the lot of Countess Guda. Privations of al! 

• • 

kinds were forced on her. None <if the enjoy- 
ments of high ral^^ were allowed her, and tin 



104 THE PRISONER OF THE PFALZ. 


delights of humble life were incompatible with it. 
Rarely seen by even her husband’s courtiers or 
dependents, the fame of her beauty and her 
goodness spread nevertheless far and wide. She 
became the theme of many a' lay of romantic 
eulogy, and several enthusiasts fancied them- 
selves, ill the fashion of the 'iay, enamoured of 

I t 

one only known to then?., through the haze of an 
over-heated fapey. It was even reported that 
the emperor, whose romantic turn of mind 

i 

caught readily at any new subject of excitement, 
had contrived ^co gain a stolen view of the all but 
imprisoned countess, and had become in conse- 
quence one of her most ardent admirers. . 

It was at least certain that about the time of 
this report a pressing invitation reached the 
castle of Stahleck, not far from Gutenfels, on 
the opposite bank of the Rhine, where the pala- 
tine resided, praying Count Hermann and his 
fair but unfortunate partner to repair to the im- 
perial cout t on a visit, for which grand prepara- 
tions were made, aiifl every inducement to its 
accc])tance he]d out. • But in ■ vain. The mo- 
rose and jeulous palatine, who had never him- 
self sought hono:irs or pleasuj.es, was determined 
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that his wife should not risk thc^ conscqucnees 
which they too often bring in their train. With- 
out confidence in himself, he could not have any 
in his wife, for^ the one is the offspring tf flu* 
other ; and doubt of her fidelity was (as it al)jrays 
is in like cases) a sure proof of consciousness in 
his own demerit. The imperial invitation, which 
an inferior prince coulcT not directly refuse, was 
eluded under various frivolous pretexts ; and the 

clos"^ guardianship of the countess wasfc more 

• • 

rigorously than ever attended to, by the •special 
care of Ludwig, the palatine'^s younger brother, 
and the heir presumptive to his honours, for the 
dl assorted union had not been followed by the 
liirtli of any child. But in proportion as the 
seclusion of the hapless Guda became more and 
more severe, the sympathy she excited beyond 
the pale of her palace-prison increased, and nu- 
merous instances, which never came to her know- 
ledge, proved how individual gallantry and still 
higher feelings were intcrosted in her caV(\ 
while each new display of the kind on the part 
of strangers carried a frlish reproach to him who 
knew her best, an^ught to have honoured and 
cherished her the ^ost. 
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But all tlie retainers of the court of the pahi- 
tine, ^vho had o])portunitie.s of seeing the princess 
at all, were struck with and astonished by the 
suddrn change which at this period took place 
in her manners and feelings. Instead of the 
placid hut pensive endurance^ of ill which had 
hithertt' characterized her, she became suddenly 
animated and cheerful, ai\d her s}>irits seemed 
to rise in a ratio with the increase of the means 
pursued by her tyrants — for she had two — to 

f» i 

kec]) tliem down. The conjectures of courtiers 
were not likely in those days, any more than 
they might be in our own, to give any inter])re' 
tation favourable to morality or virtue. SonuL 
secret passion was imagined to be the ordy pos- 
sible cause of such a magical change, and a cir- 
cumstance ere long discovered turned susj)icion 
into certainty, even in the minds of those most 
dis])osed to think 'well of the countess, or who 
had had courage enough to uphold h ‘r character 
before. 

One evening when the sun had^ just sunk below 
the hills which rose high behind the palace of 

j 

Stahleck, and the mountain 'vvoods began to 
throw down their mysterion j shadows on the 
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broad river, Guda chose, as was licr wont, to 
wandei in the pleasure-grounds r'jhd gardens, mv 
if to contrast her own gay anc> joyous be u inu 
with tlic sadness of the melancholy hour. AVhe 
tluT solitude vfa*s her object we crainot nr*v/ 
to inquire ; but be that as it may, she was not 

left long to thcilone indulgence of lier ihuey 

• • 

Slie was now, as on #nost occasions, narrowly 
watched and closely followed. lAidwic:!;, he* 
unkind l:rother-in-^aw, a)ul Hugo von lloth, ' iv 
devoted creature, were borfi soon on her ti^eek . 
and ere long they reached tlic cnosc iicigl'b^'iLr- 
hood of a bower where they had instant evidenct 
ol‘ lier ]>resei'!C(‘, but in a w^ay that startled wliile 
it delighted tliem. 

Even these two anxious evil-wishers of file 

countess, and both therefore disposed to bviievt 

ill of her, v erc struck wuth amaze at hearing h.ei 

cin))assioncd conversation with a man, v liost 

voice they kneAv not. llecovering theniselve^ 

(jiiickly, they '?.p];roached still closer; and^ ‘ru 
k • p 

tiously peeping througli* the foliage, they -a- 

the intrusive Ihterhqier iSn the viialded priv ic g* ' 

“f the Count \ alentine on om? knee hefoix 

( bjuntess (niJ-.. folding her iJiand 'n If - '. d 
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pressing it with fervour to his lips ; wliile she, 
in extreme agitation, strove to raise him »xp, and 
urged liim to fly the dangerous place. 

Oh, begone ! begone I'** cried she, in ac- 
cents almost suffocated, with what kind of emo- 
tion the listeners could not distinguish, but they 
imagined it. ‘‘ Utter ruin us both must n*- 

I 

suit from your being discovered.'*'’ 

I ask no happier fate than ruin at thy feet 
replied the unknown, whose face was buried in 

K 

the folds of the countess’*s dress. 

■I 

And wme P Oh, you know not how my 
fate, my liappincss is at stake, said she, re- 
proachfully, but not severely. 

‘‘ Ah, it is thy danger that alone terrifies me 
— but he, thy tyrant, I will not call him thy 
husband, is absent from the castle.'*'’ 

Yes, but his odious brother. Count Ludwig, 
and his hateful minion, Von Roth, are close at' 
hand.*’’ 

‘‘ , Vy, traitress, ay ! closer thji^ii you dreamt 
of, to vindicate your lVasband'’s honour and slay 
your seducer ii* your v^ry arms !"'’ exclaimed 
the furious I..(idwig, attempting to burst through 
the branches in which he was^jntangled ; while 
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Von Roth, less passionate and more calculating, 
took another course to intercept; the stranger 
sliouid he attempt to fly, as in tact he did, with 

the natural activity of one to v^iom dis<^v^ry 

• • 

was likely to bring the most frightful piiijish- 
ment to a man of feeling — the dishonour of her 
lie loved. 

‘‘‘ Now, false one r Continued Ludwig, when 
he liad succeeded in forcing a jthssagc into the 
bower, and forgetting for a moment the fi^gitive, 
in the triumph of having detected the intrigue 
which was to fix his expectations into surety — 
Now% tliy doom is scaled, and my inheritance 
secure ! Though art caught in the fact — thy 
joyous air, thy secret wanderings are all explain- 
ed — and ‘ the odious" Ludwig is master of thy 
destiny. Now, instantly confess the name of thy 
paramour— tell me, who was he that fled 

That thou shalt never know !'’ said Guda, 
in a /inn tgne. 

Indeed ! ^iny injured brother will soon*iind 
means to force the guilty ^secret from thee."’ 

Never ! nor is tha secret one of guilt, nor 
is he injured,"^ co^iniied Guda. 

Ha, ha, hal^ profligacy* and sophistry— 
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crime and denial ! It is all very natural,'" siiki 
Ludwig, with a hoarse laugh of mockery . iit the 
same time layin'g hold of the countess, as ii' tu 
drag her prisoner to the palace. 

OiT, unmannered and foul-spoken Ludwig!' 
exclaimed vshe, indignantly repelling hun, and 
with a tone of more than use'll s])irit and com- 
mand. To my liusballd alone am I aitswer- 
alde, nor shall Lny hand but his dare to liold inv 
captive.*” 

‘‘'Ilfs hand, I hope, wdll deal thee ])vom];i 
and exemplary punishment,'" said tlic ferociou<- 
Ludwig. 

“Ah, Ludwig! 'tis a liend-like inspiration 
tliat tells thee to long for my destruction, non- 
more than CYcr." 

“ I know not w hat you mean, C’ountess Guda, ‘ 
rc'tortcd Ludwig, a keen air of curiosity tenure!’- 
ing his former violence. 

“ Thou slialt know it !*” said Giula, with ;ni 
increasing animation of tone. 

At this moment von Roth eiitcred the 

bower, w itli a confused and hurried look. ‘c‘ Vf ell. 
hast thou seized on him asked Ludwdg. 

“ lie has cscaiM'dA replied Xho minion. 
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Sacred tliinuler f (a very ^;ood ])()]nilar 
oatli ill' Ciormany and Fnincc to tltc ])rc.sent day) 
exclaimed Count Ludwig — lint you saw liis 
face ?*' 

How could I, count, wliilc his liack Vv:^s to 
me as he ran K" 

True ! ILitIJhd you not succci'd in stopping 
liiin r'" 

‘‘ No/" said Hugo, without hc^^itation ; yet lie 
nevertheless told a huge lie, in one little word. 
For he had succeeded in stoppii]^ the fugitive, 
and he knew him welh Why then did lie not' 
seize on him ? Or did he seize him ? might he 
here demanded, by any reader as curious as 
Count Ludwig, The answer is, he did seize 
him ; but on discovering who it was he had 
seized, he let go his hold, as quickly as though 
he had caught hot iron — yet his hand was not 
scared, for it was not the devil he caught so 

(irmly and released so soon. 

% 

Tlie Count Palatine wy^s exceeding 

» 

when he heard of the events relative to liis wiC/s 
dctectidn, and listened* to his brother Ludwig's 
details of what^tliey both called tlie jm.afs of 
her infidelity — tire one from * self- interest, the 
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Other from jealousy, two motives which more 
than any otlier blind men to the truth, and, even 
when they sec it, induce them to smother it. 
Whi^e the brothers devised together the fitting 
and safest punishment to inflict on the hapless, 
and as she maintained herself, the innocent 
Guda, every, means were set^Wi foot to discover 
her paramour. It w'as not long before a young 
knight was seized in an attempt to gain admission 
to the part of the palace where she was confined, 
lie was instantly recognized as having been 
* seen prowling about the precincts of the jileasun* 
grounds on the evening of the fatal (liscovery ; 
and was moreover notoriously heard to boast of' 
his jiassion for the countess, in whose praise 
many verses, bad or indifferent, were found on 
his person. Nothing more was rc([uired. The 
young knight was hanged on a tree adjoining 
the garden. AVith almost his last words, he 
proclaimed the innocence of the coun^^ess. 

will l)e satisfiictory to the count,"" oh- 
served the olficer who presided at the execution. 

AVill it ^said the young knight. Then 
to complete his comfort, tell him that had she 
been guilty I should have swe^n the name."' 
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The words of a man of honour !'’’’ exclaimed 
tlie officer* 

And the sentiment of a pious Cliristian !" 
observed the ])riest. In the mean time the poor 
young knight Imhg by the neck till he was dead. 
Ilis body was then cut dowm and thrown Into 
the Rhine, amidst loud acclamations in honour 
of the Count Palatimisk keen sense of justice. 
Hugo Von Roth never opened hjs mouth on the 
subject. 

Count Ludwig, to make •assurance surer ihan 
ever, and hurried on by his ^hatred of the 
countess, strenuously urged his brother, the pala- 
tine, to cliop off his wife^s head, as the best w^ay 
he thoiiglit of cutting off* all obstacles to his own 
inlieritancc. Rut the wily Von Roth soon made 
him understand that this would be the worst pos- 
sible blo^v that could be struck against his in- 
terests ; that another marriage might produce 
an heir to the palatine ; and that the surest 
measure for Count Ludwig’s succession was to 
have Guda safely incarcerated in some strong 

hold, until the course of*nature :i^moved the pre- 

* • 

sent incumbent from the possession of the place 
for which CounJ^ Ludwig parted. He acted 
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quickly on these suggestions, revoking all his 
former arguments for Giuhfs death, by rc])re- 
senting to the palatine the odium it miglu bring 
to him, and at the same time suggesting that 
perpetual imprisonment wouLl be a severer 
punishment to one, whose whole value for life 

was gone when that of her lover was ended. 

d* 

Count Hermann willingly gave in to these 
last reasonings, for there was something within 
him which whispered strong objections to put- 
ting io death the v'ife of his bosom. He** wms 
not one of tho^se monsters of history, so dead to 
every touch of feeling as to doom to the block 
the head which had lain upon his shoulder, in 
the early charms of virgin confidence. He was 
indeed, on recollections of such by-gone scenes, 
greatly tempted to believe her innocent and spare 
her altogetlier. But the e<|uivocal s])cech oi‘ the 
dying knight threw him back u])on his doubts 
and his jealousy., and a false sense of his honour, 
artfully acted on by Ludwig, mpde''him fancy 
tlTai his wife should ,have been, like Ckesar's, 
exempt from even suspicion — tlm haughty notion 
of imperious v anity, whiclii thus looked for what 

.ft 

is unattainable in a world ox envy and malice. 
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It was therefore decreed that Guda should be 
im])riso)?cd for life, and the prison/fixed on was 
the Pfalz. 

IVhcn the countess was<luly made acquainted 
with this decision* she displayed, to the astonish- 
ment alike of those who hated and those who 
loved her, an almo;;^unbounded joy. Her faith- 
ful women, who wept tliftir separatfon from her, 
gazed in silent wonder. Count JLudwig vainly 
strove to solve so -strange a mystery; and if 
Hugo I'on llotli possessed,* or fancied he pos- 
sessed, a clew to it, he kept hJ?i secret close. 
Guda was finally committed to the Pfalz in the 
c ustody of V on Roth, who, on Ludwig's special 
recommendation, was named governor of the im- 
))ortaiU place. As the prisoner embarked in the 
boat that was to convey her from Stahleck, slic 
returned the tearful farewell of her former at- 
tendants with smiles; and when she landed on 
the little margin of rocky earth wliich surrounded 
the prison, Shc^threw herself on her knees, and 
exclaimed, with looks and#acl*cnts of uueommon 
fervour, Praise be to Heaven, ^ind to holy St. 
Simon, the patron of the palatinate, for tlieir 
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special guardiansliip of the rights of its noble 
house !''* 

A very didnterested thanksgiving in truth 
remarked Count Ludwig, who had accompanied 
tile countess to sec her safely lodged in jail, — 
‘‘ very disinterested ! — For it implies her owm 
condemnation, as having l;^rne attaint to the 
honour of my noble br^dicr.’’*’ 

Oh ! continue,’’’ added the countess, not 
hearing this commentary, continue to watch 
over the due succession of its princely line, even 
though I be the sacrifice through which it is ac- 
complished !” 

‘‘ A generous prayer, by the rood I that I 
may reap its full benefit V'* observed Ludwig, 
laughing, as the countess rose up and ste))ped 
across the narrow drawbridge, at the other side 
of which she was received by ^'on Roth’s wife. 
Von Roth himself seemed completely puzzled 
for the gist of Suda’s invocation. But whatever 
their meaning, he had no doubt ‘of being quickly 
able to discover it*; tmA he had a lively hope in 
also finding the means of turiiing it to his own 
advantage. *' 
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. The actual privations of imprisonment pro- 
duced no' more depressing effect on the good spi- 
rits of Guda than tlicir anticipations liad done. 

Loss of exercise, of honourable a*ttendanc^ ef 

• • 

rich living, of society, of influence seemed unfelt 
or disregarded. Some internal source of conso- 
lation was cvidontlx«tipporting lier^undc{ every 
trial. Hut she was notW those reserved beings 
who long bury their thoughts in their mind's re- 
cesses. Unhappiness, indeed, could havc^been 
concealed by her, because slic li^d none gf *the 
selfishness that calls for relief while bearing the 
burthens of the heart ; but joy seemed naturally 
lo overflow her bosom, as though she felt the 
want of sharing it with others. The kindliness 
and cordiality of Frau Von lloth would have 
pointed her out as the very subject for confi- 
dence, in a situation where there was room for 
selection. In the dreary solitude of the Ffalz 
there coulc^be no choic(^; but the countess felt 
no necessity for such, her heart being complat^Jj; 
won from the first day by this her only female 
fellow -prisoner, (Jjeyonck the mert; menials,) for 
all who once entk^ed the lone place, with the 
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exception of the governor, were doomed to in- 
habit its narrow precincts for life. 

You wondcT, my good dame/’ said Guda, 
one evening, as she stood with her prison friend 
on the little terrace that hung out over the river, 
and they gazed together at the reflection of the 
rich landscape in its bosom/^^^ you wonder at 
the cheerfulness, the hhppiness let me more cor- 
rectly call it, Which animates me, under circum- 
stances so apparently adverse T'' 

Indeed, madam, it does move my special 
wonder.’’ 

Is not innocence, good dame, sufficient to 
bear one up, under all accumulated woes 

Alas ! no, fair countess; at least not enough 
to give your air of triumph, although it may be, 
for the passive endurance of wrong.” 

Well, then, kind and friendly matron, know 
my secret cause of rejoicing — it is that I know 
myself possessed of the mfalliblc mean& of giving 
once conviction of my innocence, and at the 
same time rapture on Ins own account, to my too 
severe and tod' much *d eluded husband, — rap- 
ture which I shall share, whicl I do now antici- 
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^ato in truth, for the very thought of the mo- 
ment in Svhicli 1 shall become a mother makes me 
almost %vild with joy r 
A mother !’’’' 

s * 

Ay, dame, a delighted mother ! The mo- 
ther, please the holy saints ! of an heir to the 
princely house of th'vl^akatinate, of bright boy, 
lit to carry on the honou?5 of his illustrious line, 
to be at once the justification of Ms mother and 
his father's boast an cl glory ! Ah, worthy Frau, 
dost thou now wonder at my secret enjoyment ? 
Dost thou not rather marvel at the self-restraint 
with which I have withheld news that would at 
once have relaxed my husbantrs rigid severity, 
and established me in all my right of place and 
reputation ? But I resolved to let Providence 
work out the destiny of my child ; and by will- 
ingly holding back my own vindication, prove 
how I despised all personal suffering, for the joy 
of surprisinjj my noble lo^l and princely master 
with the consunnnation cif three years' anxifk^> 
hopes/' 

During this ra^dly uttered speech, Frau V^oii 
Roth stood motionlq^s, her hands clasped as they 
were at the utterance of her owm last recorded 
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exclamation, her eyes fixed on the countess, and 
gradually fillwig with tears. At length, when a 
pause in Guda s rhapsody allowed her to speak, 
she ^^exclaimed, at the same instant a flood of 
sympathy bathing her cheeks : — Oh ! wonder- 
ful power of artless innocence, how you can de- 
lude the mortal bosoms whjih are at once blest 
and tortured by your®* presence ! Oh, hapless 
countess ! Oh, unfortunate princess ! Oh, 
miserable mother ! that secst not the seal of ruin 
thus ^stamped upon thine own fate and that of 
thy unborn babe ! Oh, Countess Guda, recall 
thy fatal words— say not, believe not, hope not 
that thou art to give birth to a new victim 
of misery, — Heaven surely is satisfied with 
one r 

During the utterance of these words the coun- 
tess could not comprehend their meaning ; and 
when the speaker concluded this unbidden burst 
of sympathy,^ she seeded overwhelmed by the 
rather than afiF^^cted by the tenor, of the 
sounds which still rung in her ears. 

“ Ah, virtuous and ^innocent countess re- 
sumed the dame, “ you unde;^tand me not, nei- 
ther do you see* the extent of your own misery — 
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^for what misery is equal to the sudden ruin of 
long-cherished hope r 

My misery ! Nay, mock me ftot, good dame. 
I am sure, quite sure, that tlie Virgin Queen of 
Heaven Ims listfeiied to my prayers, and that I 
shall become the mother of a male heir to my 
princely husband’s t^les and succession !” 

‘‘ The fulfilment of ytur prayer, noble lady, 
will be the completion of your woe and the de- 
struction of your hopes.” 

Guda^ confounded by the seeming inebn- 
sistcncy of these words, im})lored the kind- 
hearted woman to explain them. The latter 
did hu in terms too explicit for misconcep- 
tion. She plainly showed the deluded countess 
that the jn’oinised birth of a child, which a few 
montlis before would have been hailed by Count 
Hermann with delight, and have proved a link 
of recovered affection and confidence between 
them, would be now but a certaiii' ^source of in- 
creased hatfed,*from the Valatinc's already Re- 
ceived impression of her infidelity. The coun- 
tess iong^ combated this opinion, with a sort of 
buoyant gaiety, ^sing from an irresistible feel- 
ing of its absurdity, and from that self-deceiving 
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obstinacy in which consciousness of right is o^ 
all feelings that most likely to confirr^. its pos- 
sessor. At lust the truth of dame Von lloth\s 
reasoning bitrst suddenly on her like a flash of 
light. Not from any peculiar brightness in her 
arguments at any one given stage, but rather 
from the sudden and self-impelled dispersion of 
those inward mists of^Anlfulness in error, which a 
straight-forward honesty of character more than 
any other engenders. Such is the common pro- 
cess in all cases of unwdlling conviction. Such 
the true source of obstinacy, an evil consequence 
arising from an amiable cause. Hut when the 
certainty of such long-cherished errors docs 
break on the mind — when the inveterate belief 
in friendship is proved to be unfounded, or the re- 
liance on affection, wdiich has clung to us like a 
part of our nature, is wrenched away, how may 
the shock be depicted ? How indeed is it possible 
that it may kt* endured, when the props and stays 
of the heart seem s:idd.enly to forsake it, and it 
falls prostrate, debased and half-broken at the very 
feet of what had beer* so long us support and sus- 
tenance ? ^ Yet it recovers i^s elasticity, at least 
most commonly, for few are totally shattered. A 
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^ self-rigliting principle is almost always found to 
exist in the virtuous mind ; an ifiward spring 
wliicli bends but snaps not — aitd tlie bosom, 
li^litenod of tlic load of its mistalicn confidence, 
brcatlK's more steadily and freely than if it had 
never been so overcharged. A fund of solid 
wirtdom has replaced the freight of flimsy senti- 
ment. \ apour haslbeeiii^lispersed by light. 

These reflections arise from the analogy rather 
than the identity between such cases and that of 

m 

the iirisoner of tlic ITalz. ^"ountess Guda Ifad 
not to mourn the treachery of a lover or friend, 
^lie liad only to endure tlic anguish of false 
ho])es. It was only herself by whom she had 
been deceived. Vet the suffering was not less 
poignant ; nor the re action less sure. She at 
first nearly sunk under the shock, and she sub- 
setjuently recovered by the spontaneous out- 
s])ring of tlie rccom])ensing instinct. She mourn- 
ed her ruined reputation, her hushfonl estranged, 
her station l?)st^ but all Aemed \vorthless, or a 
thousand fold repaid in tile "possession of her 
child, a treasure by(:;yond aibpricc. < 

Hut before thisl^best reward for till she liad 
endured and lost, was clasped in living evidence 

G 2 



124 THE PRISONER OF THE PFALZ. 

to her breast, several weary and anxious months 
were of necOiSsity passed. It would be a painful 
task to trace the long course of agitation run by 
tlic\ ex])cctant mother’s thoughts during this in- 
terval. Little stretch of fancy is required to 
])icture the varied conflicts of fear with hope — 
for bright particles of hop^still sparkled through 
her mind, like fragrttehts of a broken mirror in 
which she felt it had been once reflected. The 
maiii points to be attended to, during these 
moFths of expectancy and risk, were perfect se- 
crecy as to the situation of the prisoner, and the 
securing if possible, the co-operation, if not the 
sympathy of her gaoler in the various plans ima- 
gined between her and his compassionate wife, 
who had now become her intimate and confi- 
dential friend. 

Frau Von Roth timidly, but anxiously, under- 
took this delicate task. She had but little ho]je 
of success,*^ from lang experience of the harsh 
^ and selfish dispospon of the man witli whom 
she was mated, but not matched ; for never Averc 
beings so dissimilar, by natAre, and never had 
long habits of life or a coi/imon interest, which 
often bring ^ipinions and feelings to a level, so 
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totally failed in producing such an effect. The 
task was'however undertaken ; and*great indeed 
^vas the Fraus surprise and joy, Vhen^, instead 

of a coarse repulse, she found her fimid hin^ a.’ 

• • 

to Giula's situation, seized on by her husband 
with the prompt avidity of a crafty mind, and 
witli evidences of which c;pldncfj3 pre- 

vented him from frequerfPf^^ feeling, and cunning 
still more rarely allowed him to betray. II is 
wife was convinced there was now no pretence in 
the apj)#arances vdiich so surprijpd her. • lier 
astonishment was redoubled, when on her pro- 
ceeding to express lier hope that means might 
be found to convince the palatine that the fortli- 
comiiig child was really his, Von Roth burst into 
a fit of incredulous laughter. Losing all patience, 
she exclaimed, in a tone of bitter reproach : — 

Husband, husband ! thou art too bad ; the 
king of hell could not doubt the innocence of 
this ill-treated countess. 

‘‘ But the E*mperor of ^ermany might, 
wife."" 

I know nol^the rq^aning oT thy sinister 
words and ironic^ Jooks — I only hope, Hugo, 
«Tnd I trust in Heaven and St. Sihion tliat a fine 
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boy may be born in this place, in due form of 

c , i 

legal custom, to inherit the rights and honours 
of the princely race of Stahleck.’’’ 

‘‘ llis best chance of that, .good wife, is that 
he may never know his father,” was the mysteri- 
ous reply, which left the worthy woman more 
bewdld»..rcd than before. 

Hugo Von Roth was a man of few words, but 
he was as prompt in action as quick of apprehen- 
sion. Fully compi;ehending therefore the im- 
portance of the intelligence he had just received, 
he lost not a moment in hastening to commu- 
nicate it in the quarter where he calculated it 
would excite most interest. 

Oh, husband, as you value your salvation 
do not betray this noble lady — do not drag down 
perdition on your soul by laying her at the 
mercy of Count Ludwig!” exclaimed Frau Von 
Roth, with wild energy and in dreadful alarm, 
as Hugo told her he Vas obliged tr leave the 
tiaiz for a few days, tn the care of his under- 
lings and the military guard. 

It would not require days ^o go to Stahleck, 
wife, if my course was bent thltlierwards,” replied 

•j 

he, with his usual smile of mockery. 
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Whither go you, then ? and why tliis 

haste 

“ Should an expectant father be left without 

the glad tidings of the promised blessing P'" 

• • 

For the mercy of Heaven, Hugo, do not 
tell him yet! Wait till the child is born — it 
may not after all be a — but at any ^^te it ^ ould 
be premature to inform Count Palatine'*'’ 

'Pile Count Palatine !'*'* reechoed Hugo, 
with another of his devilish smiles, and the; pro- 
voking chuckle, his habitual expression of .sati- 
rical disbelief. He said no more, but soon 
crossed the drawbridge and left the castle. 

In due course of suffering the unfortunate 
Countess Guda paid her share of those millions 
of painful instalments, by which woman liquid- 
ates the penalty inflicted for the imprudence of 
our first mother. A child was born to her — 
and that child a son ! At sight of this longed- 
for blessing, all was forgo^tten that might have 

9 % * 

qualified the mother's joy,’^ That was without 
bounds, and Dame Von Koth thought it was 
without reason. Vor let^ !he besf come of the 
affair, let even h^r^ husband keep *the secret, 
wiiat was to be looked for, thought she, but a 
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hazardous concealment of the birth for awhile, 

r 

and a final abandonment of the infant ? To 
keep it long undiscovered in the Pfalz was im- 
p()ssij])]c. Of this latter point the Countess her- 
self was convinced. But she strove to drive 
away the thought that sooner or later her child 
must be lost tn her. She cv^'n at times indulged 
in the belief that the l&rd heart of her gaoler 
would relent before the spectacle of her grief at 
such ^ separation, and that he would permit^^her 
to elude the vigilance of her guard and escape 
altogether, to seek shelter in the chances of the 
wide world, her babe for her protection, her in- 
nocence for her passport. But a notion like tliis 
had never entered the head of Von Both. 

It was the depth of winter when Countess 
Guda’s son was born. The severity of the sea- 
son made it impossible for either mother or child 
to enjoy any of the advantages of the open air, 
for even the liumid a^d misty vapour of the 
.liver was an enjoymci|, to those confined in the 
close chambers of a prison. The consequence 
was that poor Guda and, her baby both began to 
languish. In the mother if Vas want of her 
usual exercise ; \n the child it was the natural 
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instinct which urges all nature’s products oul 
into the breatli of heaven, and in its default 
bids them pine and die. The sensitive parent 
quickly saw the ^clanger of her boy. ShetJuul 
already discovered that it was impossible to move 
the stern selfishness of Von Roth so far as to 
allow of her escape.>^There w’as bu* one* alter- 
native — a separation fr% her child ; and sh v, 
who a few weeks before had shrunk in agony 
from the very thought, now ^urgently imyiiorjed 
the cruel* man to complete the deoil. It sdtmed 
next to despair, entrusting her heart’s treasun 
to his kecjiing. But could she sec it pine and 
•''xpire before her from the pure selfishness of 
fear.^ The decision was made — the resolution 
was promptly fulfilled — Von Roth acted on In r 
own suggestion ; and he removed the babe from 
the half distracted, half-senseless grasp wid; 
which it was clasped to its mother’s breast, :n 
s])itc of all force of reason, and of affectii v 
c‘ven, striving to Foosen thc^lujd. 

The only request urged by Guda — slie was 
no situation to make cotiditions — was that her 

i m 

boy might be conveyed to her own native plajc 
of Gutcnfels, close by, and there brought up in 

G 3 
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the family of Gome one of the faithful serfs, until 
the day should, come when his birth might be 
avowed and Ijis rights proclaimed; for to that 
brigfit day she looked forward with all the en- 
thusiasm of mother^s love founded on conscious 
right. In the hope of Von Roth accomplishing 
this project,* she was aj, kngth consoled. She 
pictured to herself the^ffaily pleasure of looking 
up to her former happy residence, the rock-based 
inheritance of her ancestors, of knowing that her 
infant was dost to the shelter of its recoilections, 
for in the fanaticism of feudality she imagined 
protection and safety in the very name of her 
fathers and the memory of their power. Ant; 
soon, thought she, the now helpless infant will 
grow into boyhood, robust, healthy, vigorous, 
and I shall see him at morning dawn, in burn- 
ing noon, or l>y the dim shades of evening, fol- 
lowing the wilil career of mountain sj)orts, spring- 
ing with agile steps/from cragi to*, crag, or at 
times gazing down wnh instinetivt^ syin])athy (ni 
this lonely tower, but^ uneonsevous that bis inu- 

t 

ther gazes him the t]iTough tears which 

fall in silent trjbutc on the i^ivcr\s bosom ! 

The soothing and consolatory train of thought 
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ran on to wild and wayward lengths ; and the 

0 

morning dawned on a night of mfngled wretcli- 
edness and comfort, to be comprcliended only by 
those growm children of nature wlio have lyn in 
misery’s cradle, rocked by fancy, and hushed by 
tin* false lullaby of hope. As soon as the sun 
rose upon the hilN and even before mists 
rose up in homage from their vine-clad hills, 
Guda insisted on Frau Von lloth’s leading her 
out. on the little platform, that she migl^t look 
up towards Gutcnfels and feast jjer eyes in the 
imagined view of her babe. This gentle illusion^ 
served to make her suspense less intolerable, 
until the promised hour for Hugo'^s return, with 
tidings that the child was safe and well. The 
promised hour came, but not the messenger. It 
passed over, and no tidings were learned of him. 
Days, weeks, months, years, long and dreary, 
dragged on their slow' course ; but Hugo Von 

Roth, or the boy he carried from the Pfalz on 

• % 

that dark winter night, werj:? unseen within iti 
lonely walls. 

One only intimation •reached *Coiintcss Guda 
to assuage the grierf* that at times almost turned 
to madness, A few mornings after Von Roth's 
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disappearance, she discovered on the platform, 

»» 

where at earliest dawn she mechanically wan- 
dered out to gaze towards the hill, not quite 
hopeless of intelligence, a scroll of parchment, 
on which were inscribed the following words: 

The mother's treasure is in safe keeping — and 
when the white and yellow Jvainer waves again 
on Gutenfels her heart may throb with joy — for 
then will right be done to her who suffers and 
to him, who is unknown." 

'rtie^se were ^mysterious and vague words — 
♦but they were enough for despair to cling to and 
change its character. They were the food which 
nourished Countess Guda for seventeen long 
years of imprisonment — the light that fed her 
lamp of life — the spring that kept the frail ma- 
chine of reason from stopping altogether, or 
turning into the riot of insanity. White and 
yellow were the colours of her own old paternal 
house. Such was the banner that for ages liad 
floated on the towers and battlements; till on her 
marriage with Count Hermann it was super- 
seded by that o^ the palatinate, which now waved 
over Gutenfels in emblazoned pride, adding a 
new pang of mortification to her whose aching 
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eyes had no point of comfort to repose on. And 
daily cud she watch for sevent^^en successive' 
years, in the vain hope of seeing the longJoved 
colours floating once more in the breeze^ and 
shining in the bright ray. Much less time than 
tins would have sufficed to have carried death to 
a heart predispose^ by nature for despair. But 
Guda’^s was cast in ^different mould. Elastic* 
and buoyant, it floated on the dark waters of 
worldly woe, and though at times it seemed to 
be engulfed and lost, it was sure to risc^ a^ain 
with each successive wave under which it had# 
appeared to sink. She had a moral energy that 
would not die. And while that lasts, physical 
extinction, except from accidental causes, may 
be looked for in a remote perspective. 

During this long period the Countess'’s great 
comforter was Frau Von lloth. She could not 
be said to have mourned her widowhood. The 

loss of such a husband as hers was not a matter 

• % 

of much affliction, for she had no child tt^form 
a tic which even the most ill-assorted find it hard 
to sever. Thc*strict lc\ws of the*palatinate made 
her a jmsoner foj* life ; and as sfie had volun- 
tarily submitted to the conditions (when hei 
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husband was appointed governor) in the sole 
hope of serving' the noble prisoner committed to 
her peculiar charge, she fulfilled her destiny 
withovt a murmur, cheered by the duties of her 
sacred mission. These amiable women were mu- 
tual supports ; and the impatient anxieties of the 
one found unceasing relief ^R2»m the quiet en- 
durance of the other. 

On the disappearance of Von Roth a new 
governor had been appointed, also a creature, of 
Count Ludwig, who rigidly fulfilled his duty of 
g;uarding his prisoners well, but added no unne- 
cessary infliction to the all-sufficient loss' of li- 
berty. He had again been replaced, and vari- 
ous others had successively filled the important 
post. Of all those none had offered an excep- 
tion to the ordinary rules of life. Some surviv- 
ed, some died; but Yon Roth alone had disap- 
peared, leaving no trace to be followed by sus- 
picion. Every one thought, but few ventured 
to say^ that Count Ludwig must be at the bottom 
of the mystery. "J'he wife of the missing man, 
conscious of the cause .)vhich nad existed to 
make the suspected count sn^ other the secret, 
even with the death-groans of her husband and 
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the child he bore away, had at times no doubt 
that the prevalent opinion was the* just one. But 
then she would start at recollecting the anoma- 
lous fact that pQr own life had never been at- 
tempted, nor that of the countess. Had Count 
Tiudwig known her husband to be acquainted 
with the concealeti !^th, he must clso have been 
aware of her complicity. Would he then have 
destroyed the one and spared the other llca- 
scA seemed to answer, no, to this question ; and 
then (fonjecture became only th^ more bewilder- 
ed, in proportion to the frequency of its una(f- 
complished efforts at decision. Countess Guda 
partook but in a small degree, if at all, of her 
companioifs intense curiosity. She never puz- 
zled herself for a solution of the doubtful ques- 
tion. A happy credulity on the object of h(^ 
anxiety convinced her that her boy was safe 
She never wasted a feeling, nor afforded a 
thought yi ^the subject of Von Roth’s personal 
fate, or the probability ,of Count Ludwig’s' 
treachery. She breathed an atmosphere of highly 
rarefied conviction, intwhich doubt or misjgfivin^^ 
could not live. 

At length the crisis came which sooner or 
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later is sure to terminate alike the mental or 
bodily ills to which humanity is a prey. v,'ount 
Hermann died in advaneed age, and without 
ever halving given token of remorse, or oflered 
reparation for the harsh sentence passed on his 
wife, on grounds so insufficient and on sus])icionb 
so unfounded. He had for y^apt tacitl}^ resigned 
himself and his dominions into the complete 
governance of his brother, who thus enjoyed, 
long before the looked for order of succession 
all the sweets of sovereignty except that<>one, 
which from its immaterial nature is perhaps that 
which man’s inconsistency values the most.' AVe 
mean the name^ the unsubstantial title by which 
power is designated. When the ambitious Lud- 
wig obtained that, having himself proclaimed 
Count Palatine with all the solemnity of sup- 
C/Osed right and the pomp of confident se- 
curity, he seemed to have reached the height of 
' his mortal longings ; and it was from this height, 
JAith i\othing of individual philosophy or exter- 
nal sympathy to soften his fall, that he was all at 
once plunged down. 

Scarcely had the ceremony of his installation 
taken place when "proclamations and addresses 
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were profusely circulated, signed “ Hermann of 
Stulilcclf, Count ralatine,''’ in which the claim- 
ant announced himself as son of* the late Count 
and of his wife Guda, heiress of Ctibe, dulyJ)orn 
in the castle o^ the Pfalzgrafen stein ; prepared 
with witnesses to attest his rights, and backed 
by an imperial aw^ny to enforce jhem. ^ Some 
laughed at these ])re^ensions ; others wonder- 
ed at them ; Count Ludwig’s heart sank within 
him. 

Ilygo Von lloth has Ibetr^ed me J” *ex- 
elaimed he, on hearing the news. He lives^i 
and is the chief mover of this affair ! The foul 
fiend seize him, and the young impostor he puts 
forth ! Off, off quickly a chosen band, — I myself 
will lead it, — to the Pfalz, to seize on the adul- 
terous Guda and her confidant, Ursula Von 
lloth, and force from them a refutation of these 
audacious claims 

AVhen Ludwig and, his myrmidons arrived at 
the Pfalz lie found the building unharmed and 
unoccupied. The fishermen at the river’s banks 
informed him tfiat a few* hours before the little 
garrison was surprised, and the prisoner Coun- 
tess carried oft‘ with the other w<5men, by a well- 
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armed band of imperialists, headed by a man of 
a bold as])ect, tlbo seemed to know the prisbn and 
all its localities well — Tell me not liis name 
vociferated the" baffled usurper. ‘‘It was the 
villain, Von Koth himself!"’ 

“ That I doubt, your highness,” replied the 
old spokesman of the amphil^ious band, “ for 
had it been he, his wife would have never gone 
with him so cordially, — besides it is well known 
to your highness ” 

“ ‘Silence, old babbler 1 — Toss that hoa^y vil- 
Min into the waves !” cried the tyrant. His 
orders were instantly obeyed ; and while the 
drowning man struggled and sank before his 
eyes, he continued in a transport of rage, — “ I 
know that ail the devils in hell are leagued 
against me in this world !” 

“ And will lay fast hold of you in the next,” 

■ murmured one of the listeners, who now all stole 
away lest some new victim might be seized on to 
appease the monster’s fury. He and his followers 
quickly flew to arms. Courage was not wanting, 
as it rarely is, in 'defence of a bad cause. There 
is a desperate attraction in the daring of a bold 
usurper which iffever fails to draw congenial 
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spirits towards his standard. If we see in our 
own da^s a brother and uncle, base as he is 
bigoted, find support in his infamy against in- 
nocence and riglit, we need not wonder afc his 
prototype some centuries ago being backed by a 
servile herd, wliile priestcraft laboured to uphold 
his spurious claim^ vain. • The j^rm of 

the emperor was stretched forth to protect the 
just cause which the hand of the false palatine 
wovld have crushed. Ludwig made a desecrate 
effort to^retain his power ; but he^nd it fell both 
together, under the double influence of truth and 
force. 

Countess Guda had been informed of the main 
event of these transactions in the way so myste- 
riously promised to her so many years before. 
One day while she and lier faithful friend gazed 
as usual from their prison balcony on the river, 
and moralized on the unchanging flow eternally 
and regulaj^y ^running* on, like Time itself, a 
sudden movement, an instinctive sympathy as 
Guda thought, caused her eyes to glance upwards 
towards Gutenfefs, at th^ very moment that the 
crimson banner of \he palatine was struck down 
by some invisible hand, and that of its ancient 
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lords, the white and yellow combination so 
eagerly looked* for by their persecuted descend* 
ant, elevated proudly in its place. 

(}h, Ursula ! my friend, my beloved friend !‘* 
cried she, almost frantic with the sudden sight, 
“ Look there, look there ! He lives ! my dear 
boy lives, and has reached th^) promised term of 
honour and fame at last !— Now let me die — I 
have seen enough !” 

Oh, no ! no — till you have clasped your 
chilli in your arms, and enjoyed with him long 
iivears of happiness and liberty ! — Yes, I catch at 
length the enthusiasm which has so long' lighted 
you on, a beacon to the blissful hour that now 
approaches. — Yes, beloved lady, you were in- 
deed a prophet, and now, in the completion of 
jour foretelling, I feel the inspiration to which 
I was so long insensible.” 

See, Ursula, see ! a black scutcheon is 
raised on the battlements ! I am at once a widow; 
and a mother — My husband, God assoil him ! 
is dead - and my son, as it were, new-boni to 
me !” 

The agitation arising from this surprise could 
not have been long endured by such a tempera- 
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mcnt as Gu(la'’s, had she been left to its busy 
workings in the close conllnemenVof her prison. 
But a liberating hand v/as ncai? Tlie fort was 
surprised as before related, and siic and her con- 
fidant carried dfr by friendly force, with the cap- 
tive garrison, to grace their triuinjdial route. 
All they could le^rn from the commander of the 

. .V . *. 

military ])arty whiciV cflectcd their deliverance 
was, that it was his duty to conduct them direct 
to the chief seat of the imperial ])ower, a camp 
not far distant, whence ail overwhelming 'force 
was about to pour down on the palatinate for th^ 
usurper's overthrow. 

And my son exclaimed the anxious coun- 
tess, maternal love ujijiermost in her mind. 

ratience, madam ! Wait awhile and he wdll 
be in your arms,"’ replied the officer. 

And the emperor.^"" cried she, gratitud^ 
next rising on the surges of ft*eling which were 
heaving within her lireast. 

“ In good time, madam, both son and deli- 
verer will be revealed to you,"’ said a youtliful 
warrior who stfiod close 4;o the commander, gazing 
with full eyes upon the countess. « 

Let the wdll of Heaven be done ! But it is 
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harder to wait one day for the consummation of 
a certain bler^ing than years after years for the 
coming of an rnaccomplished hope ! Lead on, 
lead on 

The imperial camp was soon readied ; and 
when the little party arrived, no pomp of marlial 
or princely pride was spared to do them honour. 
Trumpets flourished, hanrr^rs waived, and lance 
and sword were brandished in all the cere- 
monious forms of salutation which rank could 
merit or loyalty devise. In the midst of all the* 

t> 

glare and brillfancy of the scene, which dazzled 
more than delighted Guda's long unaccustomed 
eyes, she only sought one object. 

My son, my son asked she once more, in 
wild searching impatience. 

He is in your arms,'”’ answered the senior 
of her constant guides — and at the instant the 
line young man who had with the other so close- 
ly attended on her stejis, flung himself into the 
embrace which opened instinctively to receive 
him. 

‘‘ And now % oh, now* where i. our benefactor 
— the god-like, the glorious monarch who has 
wrought this blessing — this miracle 
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"’• At your feet, madam,'’" replied the former 
speaker, kneeling before her, witji all the sub- 
missive gallantry of chivalry%t lieroes, — at 
your feet, too proud in thus paying homage 
to her T\’hom h^*indiseretion doomed to ye*ars of 
sufl'ering, but for whom Heaven lias reserved the 
atonement of this Ji our/' 

Guda looked bewiMered round — she sW that 
of all till' gallant assembly of ehiefs and fighting- 
men, no head was covered save that of the 
j)nncely-li)oking man wlio ]A*ostrated liimselfi be- 
fore her. 

laejg live the em])eror was slioutcd all 
aiouiid. He, the des])()tic* master of the as- 
sembled throng, now rose up, taking ofi* liis 
plumed helm, fur the first time since- he had 
comjiletcd his vow (whicli his pnetegt'', the young 
Count Hermann, shared,) to effect in persem the 
deliverance of the ca])ti\ e couiuess ; slie started 
back, astonished and half alarmed, while a rusli 
of criinsoifli* cTivcred her clieth;, iicr lirow and 
])osom, telling that the life-blood still moved stir- 
ringly in tlie n’f}i}in')r.s a# Vvcii a% in tlie mothryi:; 
heart. 

Do you then recognize me i ' asked the cm- 
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peror, “ and can you pardon, after such a tedious 
term of woGi the imprudent, the too daring 
cause of all '» 

Giuhfs only answer was an eloquent burst of 
tears, while slie attempted to sink on her knee 
beibre her imperial deliverer — her former suitor 
— the origin and the termination of her suffer- 
ings ! lie caught her g<^ntly in his arms, and 
agtiin spoke : — Yes, madam, you now behold 
the daring man who broke on your wedded pri- 
vary, poured fortlr his audacious passion, and 
hurried on the crisis of that cruel fate, which a 
harsh liusband and a base brother were too 
prompt and too unpitying not to seize on. It 
was I, indeed, who entered your bower at Stah- 
Icek — it was for my boldness that an innocent 
knight Vas hanged, and an angel of virtue, such 
as you arc and were, degraded, imprisoned, and 
branded Avilh the imputation of the guilt you 
sliuddered at and slirunk from. And oh ! Iioav 
deeply did 1 pay the ])enalty of liiiy presump- 
tuous attempt in the remorse vriiich for seven- 
teen years giuiwed at my liei;vt ! I Tow often 
was I on tho point of rescuing you by force, and 
proclaiming yoiur innocence to the world ! But 
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tlic certainty of slander's overpowering* force, 
even wficii opposed to an emperor's will — the 
dread of fixing the imputation which I so ar- 
dently longed remove, held me back •from 
tla} to day, from year to year. I liad also ever 
a high coididence in heaven, that right would he 
ojie day justified and innocence avcifged. -»And I 
felt that to a mind like yours im])risoninent, 
with :dl its privations, were as nought comjiared 
to ^he glare of worldly caluipny which had been 
certain “to assail you. had I opeidy interfered in 
your behalf ere the real Iiour of justification ' 
came V(/und. Ihit I did all that man or monarch 
might safely do. I secured by sure means pos- 
^e.s.Ton of your son. I knew that in gettin<r 
liiii: into my ov.ii Imiids i Matched him from the 
i liancc*, the certainty almo; I, of destruction — and 
I have reared him here, in my eaii court, by my 
own person, and in my own principles, to become 
what you sec him — and what lie w ill be ere long 
acknowdedged by the w'orh], Hermann Cbunt 
Palatine 

f. . • . 

The surrounding tlmong, who had intently 

listened as the enii])cror spoke, now^ caught the 
cclio of his closing words, and loud shouts were 
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sent xip from thousands of voices, of Long live 
Hermann of Stahleck ! Long live the Count 
Palatine 

^\"lien Countess Guda in sonr; measure reco- 
vered from the confused swell of excitement on 
which her mind yet seemed tossed, like some 
vessel vm the^'rolling waves that succeed the tem- 
pest’s fury, she inquired of her imperial ]>ro- 
tector how he had acquired the knowledge of 
Iicv scflf s birth !f Ikv'’ secured him from the c as- 
tody of Von H(3th 

Let Von Roth himself answer those ques- 
tions/’ replied the emperor, pointing to a man 
grown gray and furrowed with time, yet whose’ 
cunning expression of countenance })roved its 
identity with the still remembered features and 
sinister look of her former jailor. He bent on 
one knee before the countess, while his wife 
seemed to shrink and half turned aside, as though 
this apparition was not as pleasant ^as it was un- 
looked for ; and he briefly explained those points 
which still required elucidation. He told how' 
he had instantly recognized the emperor, on that 
memorable evening, in the garden of Stahleck ; 
how he had sworn at the moment of his dis 
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covcry not to rcvccal the secret ; ^ how ho had 
neverthoVss firmly believed in the success of the 
emperor in his suit with Guda, and attributed to 
its indulp;encc aJJ •those symptoms of happin(‘ss 
which caused the courtiers to marvel, and con- 
firmed them in their belief of the dishonouring 
eharges made agmnst her, whose virtuoiis de- 
light at the prospect of becoming a mother was 
attributed to wanton enjoyments. Von Rotl) 
th»i ^vent on to declare that ^hen his wife^ eon- 
tided t()*him the true situation o# the countess, 
he instantly repaired to convey the news to the 
em])eror, having no doubt that he was the father 
•of the child. To him therefore he tinally brought 
the infant, of whose existence he had nevei 
Innted to Count Ludwig, certain that he served 
a more powerful and more generous master than 
that fierce tyrant. But if he appreciated tin 
emperor’s character, the estimate w as reciprocal!) 
correct; for^^hg latter resolved to keep his trusty 
informant in close custody, out of the possibility 
of betraying the important secret, until the da) 
might come when his tPc*stimony would be es- 
sential for establishing the truth. 

That day was now evane ; and, w ith proofs so 

H 2 
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und()u])t(‘(l of tlic birtii and identity of tlic nobk 
y until, bis rcci^very of liis rights was a ])roin])tly- 
(fhtained measure of jusiicc. The usur])er Lud- 
wig fought out liis quarrel to the last, nor yielded 
ids liold of his unjiistiy grasped jiossessions till 
tleatli in a decisive battle terminated his career. 
No sooner was the young count installed in all 
the honours of the ])alatinale, iliiin liie eiirpcror 
formally proposed himself as a husband to tlie 
once ‘-beautiful aiuf stijl most interesting woizun, 
whose early charms had captivated his young 
and romantic mind. Hut Guda hrmly resisted 
this dazzling tenijitation to enter on all the en- 
joyments and the inquietudes of greatness. 

No,'’ said she, with linn eomposu-’e, luit 
witli a heart overllowing with gratitiuie, no, I 
am not lit to grace the dignity which you so 
magnanimously offer to share wiili me. Long 
unused to the world's ways, and never suited to 
the intricate ])atbs of elevated states I must now 
onl) request permission to retire fVir ever from 
the broad scene of life. IIa})]iy, exquisitely 
happy, in the recovered bliss of my cliild's ex- 
istence and in the sight of bis glory, 1 ask no 
more. No ])assion with which tlie name of love 
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is associated has ever entered my heart, but that 
maternal affection which was my sup])ort under 
all privations, and is my absoi^bing sentiment 
even at a moment, and under the impression of 
an ofler like tliT^^s.* Let me then retire, — a Ad to 
my own old retreat of the Pfalz, now made dear 

to me, as the narrow circle where I passed my 

« 

long noviciate, for plenary indulgeftce of jtiy. 1 
only ask that the odious name of prison be re- 
moved from what shall henceforward be my river 
pjfiace ; and that the absurd regulation lA^ from 
this day annulled, that calls fot* even thfc tem- 
porary inhabiting in dreary solitude, by the* 
wives of the counts palatine, of a ])lacc whicli 
can to me alone wear a charm, or bring a thought 
of enjoyment."^ 

It is needless to say that these wishes were 
fulfilled. Guda and her faithful Ursula retired 
together to their now free residence : and it was 
in a long course of time, that their bones were 
laid side hii side in the vaults of the little chapel 
where they so often and so •fervently pray Ad to- 
gether. 




COUNTESS KUNIGUND. 




COI NTE8S KUNI-GUNp. 


Coi NTKss Kiiiiiguiul of the Kynast, so was her 
rock-built castle called, was at twenty years of 
age one of the wealthiest heiresses and most 
miserable maidens of the Rhine country, l^t was 
not hopeless love that caused her wretchedness, 
nor that made her devote herself to per]>etual 
seclusion, and vow that slie never would change 
lier mourning suit for a bridal dress. Filial 
jnety, wailing over the untimely fate of a be- 
loved ]>arent, had forced the ardent mind of tlu‘ 
countess into an unnatural war with those feel- 
ings which rise spontaneously in the youthful 
heart, and bring it consolation for the sufferings 
c aused by 4cc*idents, which are independent of 
its own movement. That whith reduced Countess 
Kunigund to heir present miser^i was a frightful 
one, and enough to proTluce soine«violent burst 
of sentiment, though it could no.^ excuse the ob- 
it 3 
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stinatc perseverance, which produced in the se- 
quel consequences more terrible than itself. It 
is less therefore as an object of pity than as an 
example of pride that we arc about to hold 
her up. 

Wandering one evening on the edge of the 
tremendous precipice on which the castle was 
built, Vith her father, an old and infirm man to 
whom she was dotingly attached, some mo- 
mentary forgetfulness of his insecurity caused 
ha' to leave him for awhile unsupported.— He 
tottered on the outmost verge — fell over — and 
was dashed to pieces at the bottom of the gloomy 
glen from which the rocky battlement uprose. 
The iirst shock and succeeding agony of the 
daughter were horrible, A thousand frantic re- 
proaches broke from her, — she called herself 
murderess, parricide, monster, — and she swore* 
in the crisis of her despair that a life of penance, 
mourning, and celibacy, should be the expiation 
of what her over excited feelings fbreed her to 
consider a crime. She, in consequence of this 
rash vow, sliut herself. up in hel castle, excluding 
all visitors from its late hospitable halls ; and it 
soon acquireeb i reputation for gloom as great 
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tliat it formerly enjoyed for festivity and plea- 
sure. le maiden mourner of irtie Kynast bi - 
(‘ame the subject of compassAmate curiosity 
through the land ; and the romantic feelings ol 
the age were aTl up and overflowing regarding 
her. 

Many knights formed chivalrie designs, and 

• • 

made vows in accordance with them, all bearing 
on the interesting heiress, her desolate state, and 
her rich inheritance. Enthusiasm, like all ar- 
dent ])assions, is propagated by example.* A 
moral epidemic affects masses of mind as atmo-^ 
spheric causes act on matter. Groups of men 
l)ecoine simultaneously brave or generous, cow- 
ardly or sordid, without being able to distin- 
guish the connnencement of the symptoms, w hici) 
seem common to all, but which nevertheless are 
first develo])ed in some single individual, and 
then Hy electrically through the rest. It was 
thus that the solemn vow of the young Kitter 
l iamenbei^b lo obtain the hand of Kunigund or 
j)erish in the attempt, ins})ircd many others with 
similar sentiiiK^its to tlmse whit«h actuated hini . 
and a wide-s))read display of clmmpionship in 
the cause of the orphaned, and,fis it was (juiekly 
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discovered, the injured countess. For it hap- 
pened, that improportion as this wild sympathy 
Vas excited towards her in those from whom she 
was remote and unknown, a base design was con- 
ceived by two of her nearest neighbours, one of 
them her close kinsman, to take advantage of 
her desolate and unprotected state, to despoil 
her 0^ her possessions, and add ruin to wretch- 
edness. 

These disgraces to chivalry soon began to act 
on •their design, by violating her territory, ha- 
rassing her serfs, and preparing more decisive 
outrages against her castle and her very person. 
In this emergency, the vassals, who had been so 
long happy and prosperous in the protection of 
the old lord, the influence of whose good cha- 
racter was equivalent to bodily vigour or strength 
of mind, now loudly and openly proclaimed their 
discontent. In every feasible way they assailed 
their sovereign lady with remonstrance and pe- 
tition ; but it w^as long in vain that they en- 
deavoured to obtain an audience, or to arouse* 
her from her apathy to Jisten to their wise sug- 
gestions. The few^ attendants allowed to ap- 
proach her secret place of mourning urged the 
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general complaints, and implored her to grant 
the pra^’crs of her dependent peoj^Ju, who begged 
her w'ith one voice to choose a mate and a pro- 
tector, for her own sake as well a*s theirs. Irri- 
tated and hams^sed by this clamour, lier*)roiid 
mind was vexed rather than soothed by such 
proofs of her own iinj)ortance ; and, nothing 
moved from her resolution, she at lengtfi, in an 
impulse of haughty grief, consented to admit the 
vassals to her presence, together with the knights 
who, avowing themselves lier champions, <,had 
come to offer their services to her. 

The preparation for this audience was made 
with much solemnity, and its announcement 
caused general rejoicing among the many whose 
various objects were interested in its results. 
The serfs looked to tlu‘ accession of some brave 
and stalwart young kniglit to the rights and 
privileges of their ancient lords, able to repress 
the inroads of the bold marauders, to lay their 
grievancGkf dt the foot of the imperial throne, 
and perhaps to turn the fables of wrong upon 
the powerful ^;hiefs wl^) now daily visited them 
with all the evils of *civil spoli?4tion. The se- 
veral young knights who weije the objects of* 
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these anticipations, and who avowed themselvc!? 
aspirants for the manifold honours they implied, 
were anxiously \busied with the hopes of success, 
a few perhaps with the fears of failure, but all 
with proud and high resolve to ‘p‘h)vc themselves 
worthy of the ])rizc they were about to contend 
for, either in amicable emulation or bloody ri- 
valry as circumstances might decide. 

AVhen the doors of the great hall were thrown 
open for the admission of these anxious expect- 
ant/r, all were startled at perceiving the gloomy 
solemnity of the scene. The windows were all 
closed so as that the light of day was quite ex- 
cluded, but sombre and partial beams from crystal 
lamps, covered with gauze, fell u])on the Wtills. 
door, and ceiling, which were all closely covered 
with black velvet. On an elevated seat at the 
upper end of this gloomy apartment, Canmtess 
Kunigund was placed, her pale and somewhat 
stern, tliougli handsome, features, contrasting 
with her mourning dress, and her Air^of cold in- 
difterence ill suiting with the ardour of the 
throng wliich piigssed forward to ’pay tlicir horn 
age. “ And iv lull would ye now, faithful but 
importunate vas'sals P**"* said she in tones of so- 
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Icmii reproach — ‘‘ what would ye from a lone 
and desolate maiden, unlit for ^%()rldly cares or 
bland solicitings ? Why may I wot be ])ermitted 
to fulfil my sad destiny in pca^e, and accom- 
plish my irrc\^iJable vows, unmolested and un- 
known, in the silence of sorrow and the secresy 
of remorse P"”" 

Gracious lady,'' replied an old luifn, who 
was deputed by his fellow vassals to be their 
spokesman, noble Countess, there arc many 
reasons to justify our intreftion on this ?5ceve ol 
painful and too long enduring* penanee/ Grid 
for the dead weighs not against duty to the liv* 
ing, nor should forced and hasty vows nullify 
the sacred obligations between liege lady am' 
vassal. \\)u owe us ])rotectii)n — and we art 
ruined for want of it. Vou owe to your owi 
dignity and your own interest a strong eilbrt U 
re])cl the false neighbours wlio rat age your pos 
sessions and tram])le on your rights. Evert 
thing cai>> <5n you to rouse from this lethargy o 
overwhelming woe, to virtdieate your outraget 
honour, and rfdress yoyr peo])hL*\s wrongs.’' 

hat would ye iTavc me do,^’* asked Kuni 
gund, not displeased at the ttvie of- hold hut at 
fecting sincerity of the old man. 
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We would humbly urge you, fair and noble 
maiden,’’’’ resumed he, to choose from among 
the gallant knigl^ts who throng this hall, with us 
your faithful vassals, one able to defend us and 
avenge you, against false lians ef Valshsteden 
and the perjured Ritter Stalkciscn.’’’* 

Countess Kun’gund at these words tlirew a 
long aiid curious glance on the ten or a dozen 
young scions of chivalry, wlio all stood forward, 
bent their knees, and confirmed the words of the 
old ^maii, by offering themselves with one voice 
for her acceptaiice. No beam of joy played 
across her features or broke from her eyes, such 
as lights the face of bcciuty when it catches tlie 
electric flash, from looks that speak to a maiden’s 
lieart in tones which it acknowledges. Some of 
tliosc youtlis she had known before ; others 
were nov/ seen for the first time. Tliey were 
among tlie flowers of Germaji nobility, but not 
one of them seemed formed for her. The one 
mysterious and indescribable token of, sympathy 
which joins heart to heart existed not between 
Kunigund and any living man. , 

“ Well tlieij, !’’’’ exclaimed she, at length, w ith 
a painful eflbrt and rai air of chilling haughti- 
ness, which it required all the fervour and ex- 
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travagance of chivalric devotion to resist— well 
then, since claims like these arc forced upon me, 
since tlie interest of others is at,stake, and iny 
inclination and iny happiness arc set at nought — 
listen to me ! • ‘V assals mine, and ye ifoble 
knights who would do me honour in my own 
despite, I consent^** 

Loud shouts from the impetuous serfs *broke 
the sentence of the countess, and gave expression 
to their delight. But when she weaved her hand 
for silence, and on obtaining* a pause agaili ad- 
dressed them, their animation Vas somtwhat 
damped by her rigid look and unbending tone. 

I consent — but only on one condition ; and 
as I am ready to yield up my liberty and sacri- 
fice my hap])iness for your good, my vassals, it 
is fair, is it not that I should do so only on my 
own terms."' 

Words of reluctant assent were murmured 
from the throng, in answer to a proposition which 
could scarctiy*be disputed, but which neverthe- 
less seemed coupled with some reservation •that 
threatened disappointment to theijr hopes. 

‘‘And with what cdhdition, m^y it please 
your gracious countess," said thp old. leader of 
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the vassals, docs it seem meet to your high- 
ness to clog, what we hoped was the free consent 
of youth and "mature, springing forth to meet the 
wishes and relieve the wants of your faithful and 
suffering people ^ 

‘‘ Ye shall hear !**" answered the countess, 
while a look of fearful resolve and fixed indig- 
nation made the timid thrill with awe, and pre- 
pared the whole assembly for some desperate an- 
nouncement or some act of despair. Yet there 
were ' some bold and ardent spirits among the 
knights, who fOlt a still stronger and wilder at- 
traction towards the being they had wrought 
themselves into love of, though every successive 
word and look of hers was revolting to the true 
syinpatliy that is awakened by female heroism 
when it is allied with womanly grace. 

‘‘ Ye shall hear repeated Kunigund, rising 
from her seat ; but her eyes were so fixed, her 
complexion so pallid, her features and expression 
so rigid, that she looked less like a.4iving being 
than some sculptmed type of mourning, moved 
by mechanism, from a cenotaph. She walked 
with stately strides towards the door of the apart- 
ment, followed by her domestic attendants and 
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the few maidens who waited on her ])erson ; 
while tlie knights aspirant bowc^l low as she 
passed, and the serfs fell back tH with a pro- 
found obeisance, and some not wij;hout a thrill 
which was less crf*rcverence than of terror. 

To the surprize of all the beholders, for not 
even her chosen confidents were able to solve the 
problem of her movements, she walked fofth out 
of the hall, throiigli the corridors and vaulted 
passages, to the great portal, thence across the 
court-yard, out from the ramparts, ovcA* t^he 
drawbriSge, and stopped not till l^he reached the 
verge of that naturally battlcmcnted precipice 
which was the utmost external bulwark of the 
place, and from which her father had fallen. 
Oftentimes during this progress the most hardy 
of the spectators sliuddercd from a dread they 
did not venture to speak, and all seemed to fol- 
low the main actress in the scene, as though 
destiny hurried her on, and withheld them from 
preventing •terrible catastrophe. But when 
she reached the term of this •strange promeflade, 
she stopped shori;, paused^ lookec\ down steadily 
for a few minutes on the fearful f;hasm below, 
then turned rounS towards thp awe-stricken 
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throng, and spoke, “ Now shall ye hear my con- 
ditions of consent,'*’ said she; ‘"ye, cruel vas- 
sals, who force^ me to forego my only consolation 
for the ])ast — iny solitude and my devotion; ye, 
entev prizing youths, whose chaivpionship for her 
who needs not and wishes not its display, may 
perhaps be based on some less jmrely chivalric 
princi})le than abstract love of one who loves ye 
not — no matter ! ye shall have your selfish 
wishes gratified, if one be but as brave as ye are 
all importunate. See here ! — here from this har- 
row ledge of wall, this loose and broken edge of 
rock did my venerable father fall before my eyes, 
which closed not in insensibility till they saw 
him rebound and dash from crag to crag a 
mangled corpse. His body lies unburied still in 
the deep mysteries of that chasm which no 
mortal yet has fathomed. Well ! ye all see that 
I bear to look down on that frightful depth 
without my brain being turned — my mimj mad- 
dened ! Can he who aspires to n?y,hand be said 
to merit it unless he can do as much ? But none 
among those gay knights have„let an aged pa- 
rent slip from their holft — none of those have the 
memory of tliat foul crime to curdle their blood 



rouNTEss Kr Ni(;rKD. 


U)5 

and dizzy tlieir eyes as they look down. W hat 
then niiist they do to ])hice then^selves at least 
on a level with me in point of dane;e'% ])vove 
they have n(TVc;^»as stron:»- and heads a.s elt.^ir as 
the weak v,'t>man they seek to male v, itli ? They 
must do/vz/.s / They must eaeli and all, who 
se(‘k for tlie lordship of tlie Kynash av.d the 
hand (jf the wretelied Kiinigund, mount their 
good steeds in full eaparison, and each armed 
---and tlien, with luillineliing hefrt’t and 
steady Hand, ride tlie whole lengdi of tin's flarrow 
ledge, vdure scarcely footing is seen lor the 
closest f teo-. ;i!g cour cj*. and where m.-iny a 
t rnmhhn.g iVagment makes even that footing in- 
seeufe. lie wlio ean do this with unhhinehed 
cheek and unshaken hand, he alone may call 
himself my equal, and sueli only will 1 accom- 
pany to tlic altar, as a vanquished — hut not even 
tlien a willing bride ! If any choose to obtain 
me by an ordyal like this, let him declare his in- 
tentions, and fullll it — till t[ieii I am a veiM:al — 
tile lone ])riestess of despair 

She moved again into the castle — ])iit this 

time alone. No •one followed her. No *<jne 

» 

sjiuke. Her words seemed to have . truck all the 
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listeners motionless and dumb. A creeping 
horror, at the dreadful terms of the conditions, 
and at the licrce decision with which her speecli 
was mttcred, ran through tin crowd. This 
can he no woman — ‘'tis a fiend in female form ! 
was the muttered thought of the great majority 
of th ose she addressed. All notion of love to- 
wards Countess Kunigund — all wish of obtain- 
ing her died away at once in several of the 
breasis wliich glowed so intensely but a few *ni- 
nutes* before. It was not liowcver so witli all. 

• There were four exce))tions. He who first re* 
covered from his wonder, and with still’ more in- 
tiamed desire burned for the possession of the 
marvellous being he almost deii'ied, was the bold 
Ritter Flaincnberg, Scarcely had this im])etu- 
ous young knight, the first in vowing himself to 
her cause, the most enthusiastic in sacrificing 
himself to her harshness, lost sight of her as she 
re-entered the castle, then he seized liis horse’s 
bridle from the hand of an attendant groom, and 
vaulting into the saddle, spurred on towards the 

I ^ 

battlement. The astonished crowd did not at- 
tei\^pt to stop him till he get close to the very 
edge, and till his horse in obedience to his efforts 
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actually raised liis forefeet to ])]ace them on the 
perilous ‘|)ath. Then several of the bystanders 
rai7 towards him and loudly remonstrated against 
his making an attempt which must be folio ed, 
they thought, by certain destruction. But the 
knight would not be restrained. 

‘‘ No,’' said he in a loud voice, no ! nolliing 
shall keep me back — my passion for the divine 
Kunigund will overcome all obstacles — have no 
feaiis my friends, I shall ride the cour;e in 
safety ! •But wxtc it possible that devotion like 
mine slnadd fail, and that I might )>e dashed 
down this frightful steej), are not a thousand 
louths well earned, in the honour of dying for 
Iier.^ On, my good steed! on! I'o glorious 
death or blissful triumph !"’ 

The w'ords were scarcely uttered, and the first 
steps of the courser taken on the narrow and 
broken edge, when his footing gave way, and 

man and horse in an instant fell ! They were 

•• • 

dashed to atoms on the rocks below . A cry of 
terror hurst from the throng. It reached the 
recesses of Countess Kiuugund’s retreat. SJie 
started at the shock/. She watched ini])aticntly 
the returning of the attendant who rushed out to 
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ascertain the cause. lie soon came back, pale 
and agitated. 

‘‘ Well asked the countess. 

Gracious lady. Hitter 1^'lcmcnberg, attempt- 
ing the ride, has been dashed to the bottom ci’ 
the glen.'" 

K/inigund started — uitli horror let it be hoped 
— ])ut tile first expression visible to llie shocked 
attendants on her lierctoil>re inarbly countenance, 
was« smile and a^Jeok of satislied pride. 

The homoLy ])roverb says that one fool 
makes many."" '^J'he j)ronl])t and wide-spreading 
contagion of human weakness, developed how it 
r.'.ay be., is certainly a luiic.ihating fact. 'Flu' * 
days of ehivadry pr<' c.t perhap; tlie mesl 
abounding instances of fanatic ])lireiisy, from the 
wliolcsale disjday offered by the crusades down 
to the individual exain])les of Countess Ivuni- 
gund"s lovers. No sooner was Hitter Flamen- 
berg and his steed decidedly ascertained to have 
been destroyed, than Walter of Zinstauf, who 
had also entered the lists of perilous courtship 
for the fair hand and cold heart of Countess Kuni- 
gund, mounted his war Korsc and pressed on 
towards the fatal battlement, confronting almost 
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certain death, sooner than let hesitation to 
risk the* desperate ordeal be attributed to fear. 
No opposition was offered. The spectators were 
stupefied by the, recent horrid spectacle, # and 
"^hey stood in mute apathy awaiting the next. 
V'on Zinstauf rode on, but spoke not a word. 
Just as his horse, dfter some reluctance, rcse on 
the narrow ledge and began his forward marcli. 
the knight waved back his hand towards the 
cas^tle towers, as if in reproachful farewell to the 
cruel mistress for whom he felt ^Jbat he was im- 
molating himself* Scarcely ten yards from the 
starting place the war steed stumbled, trij)ped, 
and fell forward — recovering itself quickly in 
the instinct of danger it rose up, reared high, 
and becoming unmanageable to all the efforts of 
the intrepid rider it finally fell over, first throw- 
ing him from his SCat. His presence of mind 
saved him, for he flung himself at the right side 
of the parapet. He fell- heavily on the pavement 
of the broad* platform, but the horse went dgwn 
to certain destruction. The anxious crowd 
rushed towards tlie prostrate knight, whom they 

found with a fractured limb and a bruised bod\ . 

• * ' 

to mourn his failure and rejoice over his escayie. 


VOL. III. 
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Murmurs rose among the crowd. They 
swore this suicidal butchery should noC go on. 
Curses were even heard to mingle with their in- 
digi^int expressions against her who had in- 
vented so frightful a method of torture and 
death. Better,'” cried the boldest of the serfs, 
“ beV-er the spoliation and the outrage of Valsh- 
steden and Stalkeisen than service to a woman 
like this !” 

Tljese words and the result of Walter^ of 
Zinstauf’s att(5mpt were duly and quickly im- 
parted to Kunigund. She felt or affected great 
concern at this mad perseverance on the part of 
those who sought her hand. Urged then by a 
faithful follower to retract the terrible condition 
and choose a husband from among the suitors, 
she resolutely refused ; but she gave strict orders 
to prevent by force the renewed attempt of any 
one to ride the fatal battlement, at least for that 
day. 

We must not attempt to paint liefTeelings and 
reflections during the night. Yet the mingled 

triumphs of her vanity over the two rash men, 

« 

one maimctl, another killed in so worthless a 
cause, must have found a deadly contrast in the 
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pangs of her remorse for the wanton sacrifice of 
life and Jimb to her criminal excrtidn of inHuence 
over the heated minds of men. ][?ut during this 
night many of even the most heated of those, had 
cooled. The fatal results of the two attempts 
already made, changed several staunch supporters 
of the orphan into gilcadly enemies of the tyrant ; 
and the hatred of cruelty neutralized all their 
pity for misfortune. Two knights only were 

found on the morrow to persevere in the resolution 

• . • * 

of the preceding day. They were brothers ; by 

name Ferdinand and. Rupert von Ladenburg, 
remarkable for ])ersonal beauty, high spirit, and 
mutual affection. They declared their reso- 
lution to attempt the terrific trial of skill — or 
rather to brave the risk of destruction, for ex- 
pertness of hand or steadiness of head had little 
influence in the ti\sk. When morning broke 
they presented themselves at the castle gates 
anew, and demanded due witnesses to the ex- 
ploit, if indeed the countess would not relent and 
choose an unexceptionable husT)and, rather tfian 
persist in dooming to almost certain death one 
or both. The names ot* the new •candidates 
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for almost inevitable martyrdom were duly an- 
nounced to Iter, Her eyes sparkled wHh joy, 
whicli however she strove to repress. 

Tivoot file Ladeiiburgs said she, — ^‘but 
there is a third, Albert, the eldest, and they say, 
for I have heard of these brothers, the hand- 
somest, the bravest, the mo^t accomplished of 
any — Is he not of the suitors now P**’ 

Madam, Ritter Albert of Ladenburg was 
married yesternight, in the church of llocr- 
bdeh, to Anna Von Issenvelt, whose love he had 
w^ooed and won.” 

And these, his adventurous brothers, would 
now^ enter the lists to add me and my domains 
as fair branches to their paternal tree ? Never ! 
never shall Kunigund of Kynast be the reward 
of mercenary man — at least unless he can work 
a miracle in his form, and hf^ pass the ordeal I 
have named. Let those young knights think 
well on it, but if they will persist, why ^tis their 
ow n doing and not mine.” 

Gracious lady,” said the old chamberlain, 
to whom these words were addressed, might it 
be not bettor still to command instead of warn- 
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ing those rash but noble youths To prohibit 
altogether their mad attempts to retract your 
conditions P’** 

“ And chooga a mate for this lone and ^leso-^ 
late heart?’’ said Kunigund, interrupting the 
timid counsellor. “ That I will never do. Let 
these young men ponder well, tell them from 
me that I am grateful for the homage they avow, 
but pray them not to run this risk. One mad- 
man has already perished-7-another victim is 
sorely hurt — ’tis too much for my peace of* mind, 
enough for the honofir of chivalry. Say all this, 1 
good chamberlain, but say it gently, do not 
'»"ound the boiling honour of knighthood, which 
brooks no slur on its courage, no hindrance to its 
high resolves.” 

The chamberlain who went out on this equi- 
vocal embassy, and the other attendants who 
heard the words, were convinced that obedience 
to the imperfect dissuasion was far from the 
countess’s wishes. The vain-glorious prigle of 
her nature was raised to the utmost, and she 
made light of the lives qf men, self-sacrificed at 
so dishonourable a, shrine, 

Ferdinand, the elder of the brothers, first 
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tried the desjjerate race ; for they both rejected 
the persuasion of the chamberlain, and persisted 
in their resolution, believing that had the coun- 

i 

tess lelented, or was she disp? eased with their 
design, she would have taken more effectual means 
to have prevented it. The gallant youth met no 
better# fate than Ritter Flamchberg — he and his 
horse fell from the appalling height to the very 
bottom of the precipice, and never breathed from 
the moment he tou(^hed the bottom. 

Half maddeiicd by his brother’s fate, yet 
urged on by the greater phrenzy of his own in- 
sane passion, or what hefancied to be such, Rupert 
prepared to brave the trial and attempt the task, 
which was now looked on as utterly impossible 
to be accomplished. The various members of 
the household and the scattered groups of serfs 
attracted by the rashness of tfiese new adventu- 
rers, now began to grow callous to trials which at 
the first exhibition of the preceding day had so 

• f 

shocked them ; while even those who did not 

share the danger or aspire to the reward, became 
^ 1/ 

by degrees inspired with the same kind df feel- 
ings as those which so wildly burned in the 

t 

breast of the young knight. 
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He mounted his horse — he bade farewell to his 
squire gnd the other witnesses— he privately 
crossed himself — cast one look of horror and 
grief below on his brother^'s manglad corpse— an- 
other up to heaven — and with a speed that was 
frightful to the beholders, but which he believed 
to be his best chance for accomplishing the feat, 
he galloped his courser along the parapet wall. 
More than half of the distance was passed, the 
horse’s feet, as if by miracle, dashed securely 
througl] the rugged impediments^ the deed sertn- 
cd done — when all M once down stumbled the 
frightened animal, in a moment more it disap- 
peared, the knight was unseated, but to the joy 
of the breathless beholders he caught the parapet 
with both hands, and while he struggled to reach 
the top, several rushed forward to seize him and 
lift him from the* horrid situation in which he 
hung. They were too late — the crumbling stone 
he grasped gave way and he fell. The shocked 
spectators Jftoked shuddering down, and saw the 
lifeless body stretched not far from that ol* the 
brother who had led the «vay. 

These repeated tragedies were 4iOO much for 
endurance. Public opinion wr^s no more re-' 
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strained. A universal indignation broke out ; 
and Countcss'Kunigund was forced to proclaim 
publicly a prohibition against any new attempt^ 
to which she kdded a declaration of her resolu- 
tion, happen what might, never to quit her now- 
loathed and guilt-stained castle for another home. 
For it was said that at length her callous feel- 
ings had been touched, and that the deaths of 
so many martyrs had, after the burst of her un- 
feminine pride subsided, haunted her, as well 
they might, likg so many murders commij:ted by 
her own hand. Wild stories went abroad of her 
secret sufferings, of noises heard, of sights seen ; 
the castle was, one by one, abandoned by all 
who could find a refuge elsewhere, the domains 
were ravaged by lawless plunderers, the serfs 
ruined ; and she, the obstinate and mysterious 
author of the general misery, left alone and un- 
pitied in the desolation she had created. Few 
friends sought — no lover assailed her — pity and 
affection passed by without deigning' to seek her 
dreary abode. Six months thus passed away. 
The grass was growing high in the once .popu- 
lous court-yards, the gates creaked gloomily on 
their rusty hinges, seldom set in motion for the 
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admission of visitor or guest, and the few do- 
mestics* who remained, in close ^attendance on 
their shunned and solitary mistress, rarely left 
the internal parts of the castle, of venturer] out, 
into the light of inquiry, which strove to pene- 
trate its secrets. 

One night — it^w^as in winter — when the rain 
was pattering on the roofs, and beating against 
the casements, a high wind whistling through 
the angular intricacies of tower and bastion, and 
every rjreary accessory giving j^jlditional ^globm 
to the sombre aspect of the Kynast, the warder 
was roused by the unusual sound of the bugle at 
the gate. On answering the summons to lower 
the drawbridge and give free admittance to the 
castle, he descended ; and perceived a cavalier 
armed at all points, mounted on a tall, yet light- 
built courser, whidi like the armour, mantle, and 
plume of the rider, was jet black. The warder 
regularly summoned the stranger to announce his 
name, qualify* and business. 

‘‘ Good warder replied he, throwing open 

his cloak and exposing* the red cross on his 

• • 

breast, “ my name must rest in my’own keeping 

i 3 
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to-night. My business is love--! come as a 
suitor to the fair lady of the Kynast.” r* 

AVelcome, welcome. Sir Knight ! much 
does it glad my eyes to see at length a suitor of 
your martial mien and prowess at our gates — for 
no doubt that red cross was borne in bloody 
field ’gainst Paynim foes, and that its wearer is 
a warrior of fame ! Come in. Sir Knight ! you 
bear your passport, and your right to secresy, in 
that revered and honoured badge.’’’ 

With thes^ words the overjoyed warder 
lowered the drawbridge, raised the portcullis, 
and admitted the stranger knight. Put as the 
red light of the torch gleamed upwards on the 
strangcr’’s face, the warder felt a sudden thrill of 
awe ; for in the stern beauty of the countenance 
he thought he recognized that of one of the un- 
fortunate young knights whO had last fallen 
victims to Countess Kunigund’s harsh ordeal — 
but which of them his feeble memory, rendered 
still weaker by alarm and superstitidff, could not 
decide. Jesu Maria guard me !” exclaimed 
he, as the horseman moved slowly onWard to- 
wards the coiirt-yard ; “ that may scarcely be a 
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living man— for mcthinks the body and bones of 
the spirit that rides away so sthtely there, lies 
mouldering and blanched at the bottom of the 
devifs glen for so was the dismal plac^ fami- 
liarly, and not* unaptly, named. 

A solitary varlet now came out to lead the 
knight to the body of the bdilding, and one 
groom appeared to take charge of his beautiful 
Arabian steed. What !” said the knight, in 
a tone of surprize and displeasure, but the ser- 
vants fould scarcely distinguish whether^ it Vas 
real or in mockery ;• what ! is this the scurvy 
attendance prepared by the lady of the Kynast 
for her guests F It was not so — if re])ort speak 
truly — that she was wont to receive her suitors. 
Is the proud spirit of Countess Kunigund grown 
so humble P"' And with the concluding words 
the varlets thought they observed an expression 
of bitter anger on the strange knight’s dark 
and determined countenance. Altogether his 

uir and inaAner made them shudder with fear ; 

. % * 

and the whispered suspicions of the warder 
found a ready reception in their belief that they 

were doing service on no mortal being, but on the 

• ^ 

spectral eifigy of one of the imnlolated aspirants 
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who had last made the fatal effort for the per- 
formance of the impracticable feat. No doubt 
was entertained among the terrified menials of 
its being the ghost of one of the brothers of La- 
denburg — which of them they could not deter- 
mine, they had both been so much alike, and 
their fatal appearance was of sut^h short duration. 

Great had been the delight of these few re- 
maining servitors at the rare appearance of what 
they at first believed to be a solid suitor for their 
mistress’s hand, and infinite their readir^pss to 
give him attendance and do him honour; but 
nothing in comparison with their terror on dis- 
covering it to be a ghost, and with their alacrity 
to obey its orders and anticipate its wishes. In 
those days of easy faith, flesh and blood was 
held in much less respect than spirit. Prompt 
then as thought itself was the tpeed with which 
the mysterious visitant was ushered into the 
grand reception hall, and an announcement of 
the new arrival made to Countess Kunigund. 
She, forlorn, desolate, harassed with importu- 
nities from without, and haunted by remorse 
from within, had long felt disposed to receive 
graciously any iicw comer who might present 



COUNTESS KUNIGUNI). 


181 


himself. The pride of her heart had been 
humblgd, her obstinacy bent, if ni>t quite broken ; 
and she had daily and nightly* longed for the 
announcement which now broke »o unexpectedly 
on her. The Yrightcned domestics did not dare 
to tell her it w^as a ghost who claimed the ho- 
nour of an imm^liatc intervie/fv with her ; but 
they respectfully urged her instant presence in 
the great hall, to judge with Ijer own eyes of the 
right of her impatient visitor to have his claims 

admitted, and hear from his^own lips (they sbiid- 

* . . • • 

dered while they gave his message) the terms on 

wdiich his suit was to be pleaded. 

(.'ountess Kunigund was superior to the fears 
of her followers, and for the reasons just told, 
she w^as still more anxious than tliey to give a 
prom})t audience and a favourable ear to the ex- 
pectant stranger, t Night, too, was now her na- 
tural hour of action. She had grown used to 
darkness. Day-light was a pain and a reproach. 
She was th«rt*fore as ready as she was willing to 
descend from her secret Situctuary to the* great 
hall of receptioti, wdiere.the stranger awaited a 
reply to his solicitation fbr an immediate audience. 

When Kunigund entered heiwas .standing ii^ 
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a deep reverie, and when his eye caught her 
dark-robed forrii and pallid face he started, but 
stirred not, as {hough the thrill that shook his 
frame, had rooied it more firmly to its place. 
When her looks rested on his manly figure and 
fine countenance, she too felt a throb of no com- 
mon kind. It tvas not superatitious dread, for 
her casual view of the knights who paid their 
homage on the memorable day of audience had 
left no impressions of their likeness on her mind. 

She did not therefore share her domestics! belief 

, ♦ ' 

that one of the victims'* shades had now returned 
on earth, in mortal guise, to do her harm and 
revenge his own sacrifice. Her emotions arose 
from combined and incongruous feelings, all 
tending however to one point. The noble mien, 
the manly beauty, the dignified severity of his 
piercing glance, at once subducal the soul of the 
now sensitive countess. She was his captive ere 
he spoke; but when he did give utterance to 
the honied words of flattery, when iii% ])row un- 
bent and his eyes lighted up, and his cheek 
grew flushed, and eloqueaice urged his soft-toned 
voice into strains of passionate love, the conquest 
Vas complete. 
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jVIorning dawned ere Countess Kunigund se- 
parated from lier fascinating gifest. We may 
not tell what various devices *on his part so 
charmed away the night — how* many moving 
talcs he told of battles fought in Holy Land, of 
maidens rescued from danger, of tyrants punish- 
ed for crime — noi the soothing/ flatteries which 
stole from his beguiling tongue, tipped with the 
bland hypocrisy of seeming* passion. Three 

days and nights he played his game of conquest, 
• # • 
and wpn it well. Never was maiden more '•en- 
amoured — never wa,s proud beauty so enchained. 
This may seem ra])id w'ork to the cold casuists 
who argue on the theory of love, and vnlrnLafv, 
what mocks all measure and spurns all rules. 
It may seem indecorous to the prudish reasoners 
who settle down the time in which the heart 
may be lost and® w^on. But love in the warm 
days — and nights-- of chivalry w^as not what it is 
now — though even now, thank Heaven ! there 
are youtlrs* and maids wdiosc bosoms bound at 
the Jirst looks and tones,* which instinct tells 
them are the Iruc one.‘»i But Countess Kuni- 
gund was out of the pale of all «common-})lace 
causes and effects. Prepared fo!* the prompt re^ 
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ception of the passion which, like him who in- 
spired it, knocked at her heart's gates for en- 
trance in the cold-dark night of misery, she gave 
herself up at oijcc to the longed-for delight — to 
the frightful delusion. 

And be it remembered that the domestics, 
male and femalv, one and all,*- (and none other 
saw the stranger-knight,) were agreed that it 
was an embodied .fiend in human shape that, 
with such fierce fondness, pressed his suit and 
gained the affections of their hapless lady. 

On the third night of this short but ardent 
courtship, Countess Kunigund consented to be- 
come the bride of the stranger, having so far 
taken his honoixr and his truth on trust as to 
agree to the concealment of his name and qua- 
lity until the moment of the celebration of the 
nuptials. She had given herself thus away with 
her whole soul. There was no reserve in the 
abandonment with which she threw her heart 
into the flood of passion by which it ’tt^as carried 
along. Her delight was unconcealed as it was 
boundless. She seemed* to have only then dis- 
covered her iTeal character ; and, instead of 
Imiighty harshness, her every word and look 
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seemed inspired by the pure essence of feminine 
softness. 

The next morning after the* formal consent 
was given, the loud ringing of bells, hoisting of 
flags, and other symbols of rejoicing announced 
the approaching celebration of the so-long wished 
for event. The iserfs came pcyiring in, having 
been for a day or two previous prepared for the 
good news. The Kynast ant^ its vassal depend- 
ants were once more the centre of joy and hope. 
Gloom^ and sadness seemed, ^by some magic 
power, banished frojn the place again, and all 
looked brighter than ever — for no light shines so 
brilliantly as the unreal gleams of hope. 

The domestics, believing their mistress to be 
hurried on by a fatal destiny, partook not in the 
general joy — but they kept their secret opinion 
close, and nonctof the crowding vassals, who 
now filled the courts and halls, doubted but that 
the promised husband of their lady liege was a 
substantial 4l)fiing of living flesh and blood. 

The hour of noon arrived, and the "bridal 
party came forrti from tl^cir attiring rooms in all 
the pride and brillianc}^of orname)}t and elation. 
The countess outshone all the attendant maidensf* 
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who, summoned from the neighbourhood round, 
had hurried to‘^ grace the pageant, forgetting all 
previous qualms on the score of Kunigund’s 
unpopular perversity, in the delights of a wed- 
ding, a rare, and in the present instance an un- 
hoped-for, occurrence. The chosen partner into 
whose arms she Svas so readily prepared to throw 
herself, came forth from his chamber to join the 
gay-dressed groups, among which his mistress 
shone so splendidly in robes of virgin-white be- 
gemmed with costly ornaments, and starting into 
glorious beauty from her many months of mouni- 
'ing and despair, like the morning sun bursting 
from the gloom and heaviness of night. Many 
a longing eye was turned on the door through 
which the stranger bridegroom was to enter; 
many a conjecture hazarded as to the appearance 
he would make. It was knowu that he travelled 
in no state, and that his undignified saddle-bag 
could hold no glittering store of attire. But 
none doubted that his good taste Jind gallant 
feeling had provided one suit of gay apparel, 
befitting the happy issue of his cefurtshipj besides 
that plain black suit in which alone he had as 
yet appeared. The door at length opened, and 
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he entered the thronged hall. A gloomy thun- 
der cldlid, descending in a brighf summer’s day 
upon some sun-lit vale, could not strike more 
dismay into the frightened floc*ks and herds, 
than did the stranger’s presence, as he now 
stalked in, habited in his complete harness of 
black armour, with helm on h|fcd crowned with 
funeral plumes, no smile of^rfuptial liappiness 
lighting his pale face, nor any movement of en- 
£^ploured ardour animating j;iis slow and solemn 
step. 

But if the general effect of this paintul sur- 
prize was disappointment and alarm, what was 
the prophetic agony that struck cold to the heart 
of Countess Kunigund ? Who may tell, or even 
fancy, the pang that pierced through her trium- 
phant exultation ! 

The dead sileftcc which reigned through the 
almost stupefied assembly was broken by the 
stranger, “ Fair countess, and ladies all who 
come to gr^c this spectacle,” said he, in a tone 
of gallantry which rather reassured those fte ad- 
dressed, ‘‘ ye deem, no doubt, that this is a suit 
unfit for a nuptial morning, savouring more of 
war than love. Be not alarmed ! •Full many a va» 
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lorous knight has Wedded the lady of his heart 
in harness — but I have yet a task to ^fulfil, a 
deed to do, ere'^ I may doff my mailed coat and 
deck myself in* bridal bravery.'” 

‘‘ What task, what deed murmured Countess 
Kunigund, a fearful misgiving stealing on her 
mind, ‘‘ Thod hast nought to accomplish now 
but to complete 'the ceremony which will make 
me thine, in form as I am in feeling, in legal 
right as in the hea^Cs allegiance.” 

What then, countess, do you forget the 
feat, without the performance of which you 
vowed so solemnly no living man should gain 
your hand ? — In attempting which, so many 
noble knights have been already lost 

The look and emphasis with which these words 
were uttered struck terror into all who heard 
them, but to none so much atj Countess Kuni- 
gund. It seemed to her as though the embodied 
ghosts of her victims all frowned on her to- 
gether from the dark commanding brow, anli 
dashed angry lightning from the full eyes which 
were fixed on her with piercing l\istre. 

My hors? to the gate, oh !” exclaimed the 
''otranger, in an imperious tone, turning round to 
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the assembled men, and apparently careless as 
to tlic«various qualities of tliosc^ he addressed. 
The trembling domestics rushed* out in a body 
to obey the order which none dared to dispute- 
and the stranger prepared to move away when 
Kunigund, losing even the memory of her former 
pride, sunk into the very abascitfent of love, and 

forgetting alike self-respect arA self-will in the 

• I 

overflow of fear for the safety Jof him who had so 
vanquished and enthralled Mer, sprang forward 
from the place of honour where she had «at, 
caught the strangci* in her arms, and sobbing 
aloud, imjflored him (like to an appealing cri- 
minal) to forego the risk he threatened, and join 
her in the instant performance of the rites which 
would make them one. 

The smile which played on the stranger's lips 
at this dis})lay ofi humiliating aflection, seemed 
to tlie beholders far more terrible than the frown 
which had preceded it. It fell on Kuiiigund's 
heart like^dit; mockery of brightness or of joy — 
like a moonbeam on a glacier. She felt* petri- 
fied with a sense of colij horror which she could 
not dare to debne. Olie only conviction of its 
nature was evident in every n«w j)ang she ei^ 
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(lured — the intolerable dread of losing him she 
had given hei*self to, body and soul. And 
does he reject the gift? or will he risk its loss?'’ 
Such were the appalling questions self-rising in 
her mind, but which she had no time, even if 
she had the courage to answer. She still clung 
to the stranger with arms folded round his neck, 
and floods of te»fs streaming down on the chill 
iron which seemed, to enclose a form and feelings 
as callous as it. 

At length worn out by nervous excitement, 
she began to feel the faintqess which in woman 
so usually follows it. Her hands gradually re- 
laxed their hold, her arms sunk by her sides, a 
sickness stole across her heart, and had not one 
or two of her anxious and pitying friends caught 
her, she had fallen insensible to the floor. The 
stranger’s voice revived her. 

Countess,” said he, “ these marks of your 
regard arc too flattering, and above my poor de- 
serts. But I must not yield to th{;ii -blandish- 
ments— stern duty must be obeyed. It would 
be shameless cowardice to shrink iroin thb ordeal 
in which seveual brave men have fallen a sacri- 
flee. Could I hfold up my head to claim your 
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hand, covered with the ignominy of taking it 
without having earned it ? Could you oiTer to 
your vassals as their lord, or oppose to your ene- 
mies as your avenger, one who shrunk, under 
the excuse of your womanly weakness^ from the 
peril wliich suitors as worthy at least as he had 
braved and been destroyed hy r No, no ! 
Neither your honour nor miyc admits a mo- 
ment’s hesitation. I must (ride the perilous 
course in safety, ere I can Jiold mvself lit to 
play njy solemn part in this proud page^jnt. 
Hark! my good stepd waits for me, and calls 
me to the place of honour, — Farewell 

Oh, cruel and mysterious man ! what means 

• 

this desperate resolution ? I absolve you from 
the ordeal — I command, 1 implore you not to 
risk it — you drive me to phrensy !” were tlie 
incoherent exclamations of the now humbled 
Kunigund ; but her relentless lover — if so he 
may still be called — broke from her grasp, rushed 
to the door^'itnd bounded on the back of his im- 
patient steed. The agitated throng followed 
him to the coiwt yard, jjnd the half distracted 
countess mechanically Irurried on with the rest. 

In a few moments the knight was in. his saddle? 
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and in as many more the horse was on the plat- 
formas narrow edge. The throng who lr,d irre- 
sistibly followed stood gazing with fixed looks on 
the adventurous man --if man indeed they con- 

I 

sidcred him, who nos.j so wantonly braved a fate 
which the others wer^' forced to. But however 
some of those less ini*|ated in the former horrors 
of the place migl\dt look on the present as a mere 
mortal adventurer ,1 well were the domestics con- 
vinced, as they no ^ marked him, that it was in- 
deed nothing more than the wicked freak of some 
vindictive ghost, for they wcuild one and all have 
sworn that the figure they saw before them was 
one of the young men who, six months pre- 
viously, had rode along and fallen from the same 
fatal spot. 

The mysterious cavalier commenced his course; 
and all but the countess marked^ic air of dig- 
nified confidence with which he roue, and the as 
perfect steadiness of the steed, who stepped o.^er 
every impediment, with an unfalteikig tread, a$ 
though human knowledge rather than brute in- 
stinct had been its gijide. These were points 
for curiosity ^r common 'place anxiety to admire. 
vBut the intense agitation of Kunigund saw all 
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through a different medium. Her eyes, riveted 
on tlie/orm of him she loved, could descry no- 
thing but the frightful danger of his position, 
unmixed with the least s mptoih of safety for 
him or for herself. Mor o dead than alive, she 
waited the result of his imdertaking ; and she 
almost longed for the ins. isibi|ity, even were it 
to be of the tomb, that would/hut out the ago- 
nizing scene, which she couldinot however avoid 
staring on as long as it lastecy The suffej-ing of 
the fe)j minutes employed in llie performance 
of the feat — for it %uns performed — was worse 
than an age of common pain. The legend does 
not tell whether Kunigund'^s hair turned grey 
during the trial ; but it is certain that the very 
sources of life’s fountain were fast drying up, 
and that only one finishing stroke was wanting 
to break the Ut^rt which was thus already 
parclied and withered, 

I'he feat was done. The rider had accom- 

• • 

plishcd his* task. Those of the spectators^ who 
believed him a mortal man, looked at him in 
wondering admiration- Tliose who thought they 
could see but the ^impalpable form of a fiend, 
gazed in terrified amaze. Ilut shouts of con- 
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gratulation burst from the crowd, and awoke 
Countess Kunigund from the trance of over-ex- 
citement which had assumed a shape so like the 
listless air of apathy. A new revulsion of feel- 
ing shook the principle of life within her to its 
very foundation, to its most intricate mysteries. 
She bounded forward with extravagant delight 
to catch in her alms him who seemed to have con- 
quered her and destiny together. She rushed 
towards him as h^ rode proudly forward, his own 
calm and stern ^deportment not more contrasted 
with her wild abandonment of mien than it was 
with the foaming agitation of the war-horse, 
which seemed to feel (whether from instinct or 
reason, let metaphysicians decide) the whole force 
of the terrific triumph it had accom})lished. 
When the knight met the rapid advance of Kii- 
iiigund, and as her outstretched arms were ready 
to clasp him, in the very moment of the bound- 
ing descent from his steed for which she awaited 
in throbbing anxiety, he drew himself up in his 
seat, and with the look and tone of an avenging 
angel, at once beautiful and brilliant, to fulfil 
his awful mission, he exclaimed — Countess 
Kunigund, lYiave performed the frightful feat 
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dictated to your former suitors by your pride, 
perse\^cred in to their destruction ’by your cruelty, 
and at length abandoned from^ selfishness and 
base passion — not in my favour,' but youf own. 
Forgetting woman'^s first charm, modesty, as you 
had before abandoned her fairest attribute, mercy, 
you have laid yourself at my feet, a stranger, 
and for aught you know an a^dventurer. You 
have disgraced yourself without honouring me. 
You offer yourself to me — I Reject you ! ^1 have 
pro\cd,my right to you and your possessions— I 
renounce the lattei- since they should come 
coupled with the former. Were you the world's 
queen I would not wed you ! I swore to humbh' 
your pride and punish your cruelty, or die. Arc* 
you humbled ? Arc you punished ^ I think 
you arc, and I am satisfied. For your sex's 
sake I grieve — for your own I rejoice. Human 
nature is avenged ! And now, lest you should 
not quite understand me and my motives — lest 
those who hear me might still doubt cithyr — 
know that I am already the possessor of a young 
and beautiful bride, a virl!Uous and amiable wo- 
man. Know more J am Albert of 'Ladenberg, 
the third brother of the two youths you so bar- 
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barously murdered, when one word of dissuasion 
for mercy's sake, out of the many you have la- 
vished on me from spurious and dishonouring 
passion, had saved tlicm to their country, to the 
world, and to me ! I do not curse you ; but 
even now in your humiliation I hate ..s I have 
all along despised you !" 

With these ^^)rds the knight dashed spurs 
into his steed, aAl both seemed to fly like some 
winged animal for^h of the place. Before the 
amazement caused by the scene had subsided, 
they were out of sight ; but ere the clatter 
of the courser's hoofs died aw^ay, Countess 
K uni guild was a corpse. Her proud heart 
broke as the last words of the avenger fell on 
her car. 

To those w ho inquired, it was soon known that 
Sir Albert had for months pr&tised his favourite 
steed to accomplish by degrees every diflicult 
passage of horsemanship, until he at length 
found him quite fit to undertake tlie most dif- 
flcult of all. But the great mass of those 
who saw the feat, and heard the denunciations 
which brought death to ^^he Countess Kuni- 
gund, persisted to the last in saying and be- 
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lieving the whole to have been a delusion and 
he a fi^nd. 

Such is the common tradition to this day : 
and every blast, of wind that whispers tlyough 
the ruins of the Kynast, or blows in the glen be- . 
low, is converted by the shuddering peasants into 
the groans of the heart-broken lady, and tljc un- 
dying curses of those who dic/l in her unworthy 
cause. 
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Thk chances of travelling — for there was but 
little, if any, premeditated design — brought me 
3ne day to Heidelberg. I had heard* of ^the 
place,* as who has not.^ Tlte beauty* of its 
situation, its castle,* its university, have been^ 
babbled of and buzzed about by all who, cither 
dngly or in swarms, have fluttered over the 
surface of German scenery and its institutions, 
lint all that I had read or heard of this place 
had left very imperfect notions in my mind. 
Germany altogctlicr, as well as in its details, had 
ever brought with it associations of confusion 
until I vi^ed the country. Its many sub- 
divisions, its perpetual c};anges of terijtoriaJ 
limits, and the ever shifting shades of its religious 
and literary opinions, sgemed to defy all effort at 
classification. I never could come to any positive 
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idea about any given place. The whole country 
appeared to me a huge tangled mass of contra- 
dictions, which . it was absolutely necessary to 
see, before one could unravel it. 

I d^opt, then, upon Heidelberg as it were 
from the clouds. It was the first station that 
fixed my notions as to the country ; and many 
agreeable facts have since connected it in my 
memory, by a chain of gilded links. I am not 
now about to separate all of those, or to give in 
detail the various recollections they unite. I 
leave td other writers to describe those rare com- 
binations, composing scenery that needs fear no 
rivalry in its kind. Ridges of lofty hills, rich in 
forest clothing, looking down at either side on a 
fine stream ; distant mountains, bathed as it 
would seem by the majestic Rhine ; and all the 
varying objects of immediate interest which a 
painter could desire to unite, form a mass of 
beauty which might be easily frittered out into 
minute descriptions, that would after all leave 
the reality untold. The scene is one which 
requires a wholesale admiration ; and having 
given that to it, to an extent far beyond the 
common. I, at least, cannot undertake a bit-by- 
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bit enumeration of units in such a total. But 
one object I have selected, becajise it is in itself 
a whole blending sublimely wjth the general 
aspect of the scene it dignifies, but in its ap- 
pearancc and its history a most unusual iitixture 
of material with moral interest. 

The Castle of Heidelberg, in its present 
aspect a stupendous ruin, was long a mansion of 
great magnificence. It was not the work of one 
sovereign nor of one age. Begun in the four- 
' teenth century and finished in the seventeenth, 
it po^esses an extraordinary Variety of. archi- 
tectural character, and connects the widely con-* 
trasted styles of rugged feudality with those of 
civilized despotism. Nor is it merely in the variety 
of tastes which preside over its construction that 
it is peculiar. The capricious forms in which 
fate has visited it with destruction have not been 

•S’ 

less remarkable. Built in parts as the strong- 
liold of mere mountain chiefs, in others as the 
decorated r^idences of royal princes, ruin has 
fallen upon all in most incongruous sJiapes. 

Here gapes a^ tower, with walls that seem to 

• 

have been moulded bjfc giant hands, riven by a 
fierce explosion, find wrenched ^from its rooted 
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hold of centuries in the deep earth. There is a 
range of castellated walls and rich fa9ades, seared 
and scorched by, lightning and the flames that 
burst from its ignition. In other places are im- 
perfect-turrets mouldering in th^^rottenness of 
'time, and again are seen deep marks of the 
desolation caused by battery and bombardment, 
with the dilapidations of modem Vandalism and 
mere mischief. There are plenty of Itineraries"" 
to give dates and authorities for every one of 
those d^ails. > 

The .ruins, vieVed from the river's bariks, or 
Ui any aspect below their site, give no idea of 
their effect when closely visited, or gazed on 
from the mountains above. The mixture of 
stern Gothic, with modern florid architecture, 
in which the latter predominates, is injurious to 

the whole as a monument of the picturesque. 

« 

The flat front wall of what would seem to have 
been the main building, studded with windows 
and surmounted by pointed gables,^rising above 
the rupf, offend the savage dignity of the round 
towers by which they are flanked, and the rugged 
buttresses and irregul^ir battlements, whicli 
support the wliqle mass of bxilding, and seem 
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hewn out of the granite acclivity on which it 
stretches its broad length. Wl^encver this con- 
ncctiiTg skreen of front wall cj'umbles from its 
present too perfect attitude, like a curtain falling 
from before the interior mass of ruin viiich it 
hides, the view will be infinitely improved in ro^ 
mantic effect. As it is, the first feeling it gives 
while looking up at it from the river's level, is 
one of comparison, all to its disadvantage, with 
many a less vast but more venerable ruin. 

But when, from the mountain heights above 
it, th% astonished eye takes in^t once the whole 
and all its parts, grasps its prodigious exten^ 
and separates its most minute details, then it 
appears in its true majesty. Then its vast 
quadrangle, massive walls, broad battlements, 
raid profound fosses, are viewed in awe and ad- 
miration. Then the moral uses of decay come 
home to us. The expanding mind embraces 
broad intervals of time, and plunges deep in the 
secrets whmh seem buried in the mouldering 
mass beneath. Every turjret and terrace seems 
alive with the^mysteries of tradition. The courts 
and halls are people^* with beings of by gone 
days. Generaticm on generation sweep rapidly 
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along. Refined magnificence, rude power, and 
savage strength furnish their rapid illustrations 
to each change wl;iich fancy pictures, in conjuring 
up past periods of splendour, chivalry, and 
barbariim. The dark ages and •the bright are 
once before us. The thirsty imagination 
drinks in the broad stream of history ; or pierces 
for some hidden spring of romance, that bubbles 
on its flower-fringed banks. 

But thus seen, all is a maze of admiration and 
ardour. •We gaze and wonder, create and analyse, 
as if wc* worked ‘on chaos. Masses of ndental 
formation are before us; but no forms spring 
out in individual relief, no actual group is traced 
in the distinct lineaments of its time. No story 
woven into a compact similitude of any given 
epoch. Costume and character, events and 
scenes, are all commingled. Fact blends with 
fancy ; and a vapoury haze enwraps and shadows 
the whole. 

To reach any positive and connected train of 
thought, we must descend into the arena. W e arc 
by degrees convinced of this. We feel above 
the fitting level for inquiry. We look at the 
rugged j)ath, and pick our stept by anticipation, 
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down the tangled brushwood and shattered 
granite of the road. But we* move not — the 
limbs*acknowledge the lassitude of the mind- 
overstrained imagination has unstrung the 
sinews — and vt struggle long with ' the ^listless 
languor which chains us to the spot ; as we strive 
at times to break from the undefinable thraldom 
of sleep. 

I had the good fortune to make my way, for 
the first time, into the ruins, by the most dif- 
>ficult and least agreeable of their apjfroajhes. 
It is ‘the old and narrow strffet, on wlrich one 
drops as it were from the steep hill behind ; tha 
only carriage way, and that almost impracticable, 
leading from the buildings of the university. 
The houses which form this street, seen as you 
approach^the town, or from the lower parts of it, 
are peculiarly picturesque; their white walls, 
slated roofs, and smoking chimneys growing, it 
might be fancied, amidst the thick foliage of the 
hill side — ^ village in a wilderness. But the 
illusion vanishes, in no very pleasant shape and 

accompanied by no very fragrant odours, — unlike 

• 

the pageants v^hicli we jead of and believe, when 
childhood gives wnyrant for fairyland, — as we toil 
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up the broken pavement, washed by a mountain 
stream, that cannot however cleanse the hovels 
at either side. Had I burthcned myself Vith a 
guide, I had assuredly mounted by a smoother 
path, descci ded perhaps by some Jtrim-cut way, 
iiito the beautifvil pleasure grounds at the rear 
of the castle ; and so have missed the surprised 
delight with which I was almost overpowered, 
on abruptly entering the avmit coiir, passing 
under the portal, and standing on the bridge 
that connects this approach with the main , 
quadrangle of the’^tructure. 

Overpowered may sound exaggerated. But 
it is in reality the word most applicable to my 
sensations. I never was so struck with any view 
of mere mortal power, or of the joint devastations 
of time and man, as when I cast my eyes to the 
right and left of that bridge and gazed on the 
stupendous evidences of strengtii and ruin. 

On either hand is a deep valley or glen, 
formed of the old fosses of the place, with 
irregular mounds of earth and grass-covered 
rubbish, hurled down from the battlements which 
cannon and decay have jshattered. Trees of full 
grown height have sprung from the prolific soil, 
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which is watered by the mountain streams that 
’ gush through the outer vvalls, and trickle through 

t 

their verdant tapestry of ivy and other creeping 

shrubs. Except some poplars, which o/tshcyt the 

• • 

rest, the trees, though apparently of a century’s 

growth, do not reach near to the bridge from 

which they are viewed, and the effect of depth 

is thereby prodigiously increased. The height 

and bulk of the battlements is quite proportionate; 

and the massive extent of irregular buijdings, 
» . • 
seen a^ around, harmonize with the rcst^ But 

when the eye is caught and riveted by one 

particular object near at hand, every accessory 

point of view is for the moment forgotten. I 

allude to the ruined round tower, called the 

Blown-up Tower,’’ which was split asunder and 

torn open from top to bottom, by an explosion 

of gunpowder duiing the attempted destruction 

of the castle in 1676. I could not measure the 

thickness of the walls nor the height of this 

tower — and* if I have heard its dimensions, I 

forget them ; but nothing I had ever seen had 

given me such S notion of material bulk. The 

architect who planned the erection ^fas only.sur- 
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passed by the engineer who presided at its ruin. 
Time never could have destroyed it single-hended. 
The half that remains in its original place is as 
solid gnd i^cure to-day as on that of its com- 
•pletion, and the moiety that was torn from it 
and cast down, reposes half erect in the earth 
into which it sunk, unimpaired and entire, as if 
it only waited the application of some giant 
lever to raise it to its original position, and re- 
constru/}t the huge building, which was dislocated, 
but could not be^destroyed. 

Many other individual objects deserve mention 
— and have amply met with it, in profuse de- 
scriptions of this memorable place, most par- 
ticularly in the work of M. de Graimberg, a 
French painter, who has for twenty-two years 
been a fixture in the only habitable apartment of 
the ruins, devoting a whole liib of talent to the 
delineations of the abounding chefs cf wuvre of 
architecture and sculpture which he is thus 
snatqhing from oblivion. This' fact speaks 
volumes as to the manifold treasures of the place 
for antiquary and artist. On those topics I do 
not mean to enlarge. My purposes take a dif- 
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fcrent path. The first burst of admiration over 

— and many an after visit having tempered its 

intensity — I cast about, as usual, for some traits 

of moral action, ^illustrative of thCf pl^e, and of 

those human feelings which touch our sympathies 

nearer than all the accumulated wonders of 

cement and stone. I found the place rich in 

» 

traditions, romance, and history. 

The three epochs to which this desultory 
Preface has made allusion all invited me. In the 
first, there was the thrilling Iggend of W61- 
leda, or Jetta, the virgin magician of the valley 
of the Neckar, from whom the name of Jetten- 
bjiihl has been given to the hill on which the 
castle stands ; and whose wild prophecies and 
mysterious career were closed by a tragic death, 
in the glen called, from the circumsfancc of her 
fate, the Wolfs Bl-un. 

Then there was the painful story of our 
English princess Elizabeth, daughter of James I., 
and wife of t!ie Elector Frederick V., the un- 
fortunate King of Bohemia. 

The first of these subjects is almost too remote 
and apocryphal to stand alone, as a •t 3 rpe of the 
place. The second too real, too much withiif 
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the province of domestic history, and already as 
I understand transplanted into romance c- 

But a third' subject started up, among the 
prolific at^ocUtions of chivalry which could not 
fail to have become naturalized in such a site. 
This last I chose for my illustration, although 
it was impossible to reject the fairy legend of the 
Wolf’s Brun, and I forthwith proceed to tell 
both tales ; satisfied if I in some measure excite 
the interest of my readers for the scene on which 
they were acted.^ 

* In " Count Frederick of Lunenberg,” by Miss Porter, 
mentioned, most honourably, by the late Miss Bengcr in 
her life of Elizabeth. 
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THE WOLF’S BRUN 


Who ^vill walk with me to the ruins of Heidel- 
berg Castle, and hear a tale of jthe olden tiifie? 
Who can find a charjn in the story of a beautiful 
girh who preferred love to power, and sacrificed 
herself to her feelings ? Let such a one listen 
to the story of Welleda, and in all the extrava- 
gance of its fiction believe it true, while he 
Ungers on the enchanted spot to which it has 
lent a fairy spell 

In the high north, where giant Nature smiles 
not, like a nursing mother, on her wild and way - 
ward offsp¥iitg ; where the ocean lashes the bases 

0 • 

of granite crags ; and where forests of dusky 
fir trees bend and creak in the storm ; tlinere dwelt 

Ingald Ilroda, one of tlie most formidable of the 

* • 

Scandinavian kings. In his youth he had visit- 
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ed the south, and captivated the maiden fancy 
of the timid Alanda, who preferred thii adven- 
turous son of Odin to any stranger knight in her 
father’s h ills. His youthful and severe beauty 
awed and delighted her ; and she consented to 
become the pride of the northern king, and to 
return with him to his frozen country. Alas ! 
she knew not that it was peopled with a race of 
men torpid as the eternal winter against which 
they struggle — rude as the rock in the foaming 
surge — and furious as the billow that breaks over 

it. The transient and burning summer of such 

# 

a clime scorches the senses without warming 
them ; and the iron winter closes upon the year, 
as cold and cutting as hatred on unbridled pas- 
sion. No genial spring is there, to dew the 
blossoms with tepid tears ; no autumn to mature 
the ripening fruit. 

And here the delicate Alanda was doomed 
to pine away the remainder of her days : but 
she was the mother of Welleda, and was not 
that joy enough ? The fair child united in her- 
self the sensibility of one parent and the energy 
of the other, blended and tempered into the 
inild lustte of female excellence. Often have 
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her light blue eyes, shaded by their glossy lashes, 
g'azed u}^n the pale beautiful motlier, as n con - 
sciousness of lier sufferings ; yet the tears of that 
mother appeared ^happiness to W eiled^.^ in com- 
parison with the coarse and boisterous pleasures 
of the women of the nordi. 

Her father seldom noticed her. He was ai- 

* 

most constantly engaged in warlike pursuits or 
long hunting excursions; and when at home, 
surrounded by boon companions in the banquet 
hall, quaffing from his golden prinking horns, 
until the natural sternness of his disposition 
grew into violence and fierceness. Then the in- 
nocent child fled away from the sound of riot 
and debauchery, to hid« herself in the apart- 
ment of her trembling and sorrow-stricken mother. 

On one of these occasions, the king, already 
iiiHained with wine, •sent his page to demand the 
presence of the queen in the banquet hall, that 
she might sing to him and his companions. The 
])age bore away Alanda’s harp, but the | 3 oor 
minstrel at first refused to follow, until the 
young Welleda, taking her hand in botlriiers, 
said fondly, “ Come, dearest mother, 1 will go 

-r * • 

With you, aixl ingald Ilnxla will not be angry.** 


VOL. III. 
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Alaiida kissed her child's forehead ; and ex- 
cited by the hope of interesting her lord's feel- 
ings in favour of the sweet daughter of their 
earlv lovt^ she gracefully entered the hall ; and 
striking from her harp some wild and touching 
symphonies, she sang with chastened ]>ride the 
following stanzas. 

What form is that which fades so fast r 
Whose sighs arc those that pierce the blast ? 

Some mourner weeps within yon towers, 

And chides th*5 slowly-passing hours, 

Unpitied and alone. . 

Can this be she, erst seen to bloom — 

Her valley’s rose — now sunk in gloom, 

And with’ring with each stroke of fate ? 

Ah ! ye will mourn, when ’tis too late. 

And she you weep is gone. 

fhe royal oak once stooped to clas[» 

The simple wild flower ; but the gra^* 

Of gnarled branch and rugged stem 
Hath inarr’d the Rose’s diadem. 

Its leaves are falling fast ! 

One tender blossom still remains, — 

Ah, save it from its mother’s pains ! 

And plant it gem-like in some shrine, 

Where rose with rose may intertwine, 

Safe slieltered from the blast ! j 
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As the last words died away upon the music- 
brcatliiif^ lips of Alanda, the hay) fell from her 

hands, and she sank into the outstretched arms 

r 

of her husband, ^hose iron bosom had beer^ sub- 

• * 

dued by the melody of her sweet voice. Little 
Wclleda sobbed as if h*er heart would break, ^nd 
clung round her father^s knees, approaching 
him for the first time in her life without fear. 
Meanwhile, the rough chieftains rose from the 
table, in evident emotion, and formed a group 
around, the royal pair. When Ingald .Ilroda 
could speak, he exclaimed with tender vehe- 
mence, “ Live, live, Alanda ; and if any wish 
of yours respecting our child can be gratified, I 
swear by Odin it shall not be denied to you !” 

Alanda, half fainting with the sudden joy of 
success, roused herself to exertion on hearing 
tlicse words of encouragement. She pressed the 
hand of her husband to her heart, and implored 
him in moving accents to enable her to die in 
peace, and* bless him in hej' last moments, by 
promising that when she was no more, Wclleda 
should be conveyed to the family of her*"Tfti«ihcr 
by faithful servants, and receive Tier marriage 
dowry as ah inheritance. 

L 2 
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It shall be done,"* replied Ingald, looking 
at his child with a degree of affection altogether 
unusual with him ; nay, he even drew Welleda 
towards him, and stroked her auburn locks as 

t 

gently as he could. It shall be done,"" repeat- 
ed he, I have sworn it. This child would ill 
endure the climate and country that have wasted 
her mother. Come hither, Wredmar,"" said he, 
to the most aged, and at the same time the most 
remarkable of his guests, — Henceforward I 
confide Welleda to your cafre: you have heard 
what I have vowed to her mother, and you are 
not ignorant of my approaching enterprise. To- 
moi^ow I set out for the plains of Upsala : you 
shall remain here with Alanda and. Welleda; 
and if any evil chance befall me, convey them 
immediately to the south."" The grey-headed 
old man bowed assent to the commands of his 
king; who pressed his wife and child to his 
valiant bosom, and returned to table with his 
companions, leaving^Vredmar to lead the queen 
and Welleda to their apartments. 

Ahiiida was still sleeping, when the trampling 
of horses under the castle gate echoed througli 
her apartment. The ominous sound awoke her, 
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and she flew to the window to catch a last glimpse 
of her %nce adored Ingald. Sljc felt that she 
should never again behold his dreadfuyy beauti- 
ful countenanccir— that they were for^ever isepa- 
rated ; and she called on him to return, in piercing 
accents of misery, whilst burning tears coujjfed 
one another down her pallid cheeks. Ingald 
Ilroda could not hear her ; the eold and bitter 
morning blast carried away the parting words of 
Alanda. She clas^l her hands, and returned 
to her •bed, to throw herself uj^n it, and weep 
bitterly. Welleda had crept from an adjoining 
cabinet ; and seeing her mother lying apparently 
senseless, began to cry piteously and call upon 
her by name.. The welcome and beloved voice 
of her child restored Alanda to herself; and 
taking her in her arms, she ceased weeping, but 
sobbed, and was for some time silent. 

The society of Wredmar was an unspeakable 
relief to Alanda, who had been so long without 
a friend. ^?he treated him wjth unlimited .con- 
fidence, and looked upon him as the faithful and 
accomplished guardian of Welleda. She'ifrist-w 
that she was dying, /or her constitutioj had long 
since given Vay to the pressure of stifled sorrow, 
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and now the beautiful ruin was daily sinking 
into decay. 'WTredmar was skilled in the' healing 
art, and did all he could to prolong Alanda's 
life; -but the consolation he imparted to her ma- 
- ternal heart, by promising to superintend the 
education of Welleda, and never to desert her, 
was the most effectual of all his remedies. With 
her child Alanda was cheerful. She described 
to her the varied beauties of nature in the land 
to which she was going, with all the enthusiasm 
of an exile. Then she w<5uld press Welleda to 
her bosom, and tell her of ^another world, and of 
another God besides Odin. But Wredmar al- 
ways interrupted the conversation, in his turr, 
when Alanda ventured to touch on. these topics. 

Thus passed several weeks, when Wredmar 
received an exulting despatch from Ingald, re- 
lating to him the accomplishment of a deed of 
horror, till then unequalled in the savage north. 
He had invited six noble kings to a feast of re- 
conciliation, and, in the security of hospitality 
and friendship, had treacherously mxirdcred them 
akV*arid made himself master of their territories. 
The stem Wallkyries carried them in flaming 
arms to Vallhalla, to assuage the burning pain of 
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death in groves of everlasting coolness. But 
the firf of vengeance continued burning on 
earth, and first of all fell upon Alanda^s guiltless 
head, devouring^, her, as its purest victim.t She 
was mad, — she knew not her own child ; — 
Wolf’s brat, wolTs Brat,” she exclaimed, ^ul- 
dering, thou wilt be devoured by one of thy 
race !” and then, softening into semi-recollection, 
she would exclaim — “ Poor child ! thou too 
must perish by misguided love !” These pro- 
phetiowords were^^ared too often not to make 
a deep impression on* the young mind of the un- 
fortunate Wclleda. She had heard, too, the 
^tory of her father^s having been once conq\iered 
in angry combat by a playfellow of his youth, 
which inferiority caused him to weep bitterly ; 
when his foster-father, Swipdag the blind, caused 
the heart of a living wolf to be torn out and 
dressed for the youth, who devoured it, under 
the impression that he would in future overcome 
all his enemies. 

Poor Welleda ! her broken-hearted mother 
died, and she lost her only friend; for "-<«iot 
be supposed that the wily magiaan Wredmar 
had any flretensions to that title. Great mis- 
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fortunes mature a strong mind ; and Welleda’s 
ripened into reflection and power. But 'joy had 
fled away from her youthful heart — ^for her be- 
loved, mother was dead, and had^not even blessed 
her ! Moreover, her prophetic and maniac words 
haii^nted her like a spell.' She considered her- 
self as destined to be unhappy, and began life 
with the morbid sensibility so unfavourable to 
youth. 

Immediately after the burial of her lamented* 
parent,, she wasohurried .&^ay by Wredmar to 
another of her father^s castles, situated at the 
source of the Maelar, in Sudermania ; for it ap- 
peared that Prince I war, son of one of the mur-* 
dered kings, was mustering forces to surprise 
Ingald Ilroda. Ingald arrived unexpectedly one 
evening at the castle, and abruptly entered the 
room where Wredmar and W e*lleda were sitting. 
Welleda was busy at her loom ; and her father, 
disregarding her presence, required from Wred- 
mar the exertion of those supernatural powers, 
of which Welleda had begun to entertain some 
‘:UspioU;n. Wredmar replied to Ingald in a bold 
and somewhat scornful marpier, which gave 
V^elleda a painful impression of WreSmar’s su- 
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jieriority over the king, — Yes, it will be easy 
tor me io command my s])irits to roll up the 
huge rocks that lie scattered in the plain below, 
and form with them an impregnable ramjiart. 
But then you *have offended Thor, ty the vio- 
lation of hospitality ; amd the Nornes are tal^g 
the part of the assassinated kings, and I cannot 
reach them. However, if you wish me to pro- 
tect you against Iwar'^s vengeance, you must 
give up Welleda to me, and I shall separate her 
destiny^ from your'Sjs^d rule ^t exclusive!/.*” 
Ingald Ilroda did not hesitate ; he resigned his 
child; and when Welleda heard the conclusion 
of the unnatural compact, she felt that she is:as 
lost. She was carried to her couch, swooning 
and insensible. She wished to sleep — to forget 
the miserable future that was opening upon her. 
But her mother'’s form, uttering the dreadful 
prophecy, haunted her all night, and chased 
away the recollection of each sweet endearment. 
She saw, tooi^ Ifcr father‘’s colossal figure, standing 
as it had done the previous night before the 
dying embers, leaning- on his spear, and iJioMing^ 

fearful deeds ; and last *of all, th^ malignant 

• ^ 

triumph of Wredmar'^s haggard countenance, as< 

L 3 
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it glanced towards her, completed her despair. 
From these sad visions she was roused by a 
heavy rolling sound, like distant thunder She 
approached the narrow casement of her chamber, 
and saw with horror that Wredniar was fulfilling 
his part of the compact ; for monstrous and 
m^shapen crags, entire masses of granite, were 
bounding across the plain with immense velocity, 
and ascending the steep hill on which the castle 
stood, with equal ease. They had already formed 
part of a gigantic wall, ujjnri which two war-cha- 
riots might drive abreast, and defy the enemy 
beneath. Yet there was no living thing to di- 
rect their motions ! Welleda shrunk back, and 
saw, with increased dismay, the angry form of 
Wredmar standing near her. “ Perverse child,"' 
exclaimed he, “ has power no charms for you ? 
Is your father’s safety nothing, that you presume 
to condemn and hate his benefactor Welleda 
could not reply, her tongue refused to move : 
she blushed and remained silent., Wredmar 
then drew from his bosom and presented to her 
a be^’itcous purple flower, saying Here child, 
I have brought you the flower you have long 
-wished for, take it as a pledge of, my forgive- 
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ness.’" Wclleda was glad of any opportunity of 
pleasing her tutor, and gratcfu41y received his 
gift. The fragrance of the flower was so de- 
licious that she seemed willing to inhale all its 
perftime, wheA she suddenly fainf^, anfl was 
immediately carried by the skilful W redmar t(f 
the sea-shore. When she awoke from her tw^cc, 
she beheld a purple tent stretched over her, in 
the inverted form of her favourite and mystic 
llower, the golden cords of which seemed to re- 
present its stamhi^. She cautiously raised* the 
rich curtain, and for^ie first time in her* life she 
saw the sea, bearing on its proud waves a jnag» 
nificent vessel, on the prow of which was Wred- 
mar. A boat was in readiness to bring him 
ashore ; and he approached his lovely pupil with 
courtesy and even kindness, willing to let her 
feel that if he liad power, she also had influ- 
ence. On entering the boat, he perceived the 
purple flower which he had given Welleda the 
preceding lying by her side. Unthinking 
child !” exclaimed he, h«w little you vdue my 
gifts. Be mofe careful of that precious flower ; 
you know not how mudi dependg upon it, — V e 
may want it again.” Welledif, abashed by |he 
reproof, and unable to reply, took the flower and 
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placed it in her bosom. At the same moment 
she felt herself -lifted into the vessel, an^ in the 
next, saw herself receding from the land of her 
birth. She knew that she was entirely in the 
power of the- mysterious Wredmai*, — she was on 
the broad bosom of the immeasurable ocean with- 
out Vttendants — the green land became grey and 
indistinct — it was soon enveloped in mists. She 
stretched her delicate arms round the mast, as if 
she would arrest the flying speed of the vessel ; 
she r^alled upon Wredmar to, ''give her back to 
her royal father — to restore her to the confi- 
dential servants of the household — to convey her 
to the castle on the banks of the Maeler. “ Be- 
hold what you would desire,’’ replied the ma- 
licious fiend, showing her a magic mirror, in 
which she saw the castle, with its dreadful ram- 
part of rocks, surrounded by ^rmed men, who 
were exulting in the terrific flames that rose from 
the centre of the pile- Welleda thought she 
heard the shrieks of torture and 'de..pair rushing 
upwards with the fierce element. Wredmar 
spoke, — ‘^Thus perishes Ingald' Ilroda : he is 
sacnticing hirngelf and his followers to the god- 
desses of vengeance !” 

Welleda’s tears were instantly dried ; but in- 
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dignation burst from her coral lips, unchecked 
•by the^ consciousness of her o^n helplessness. 

Then you have deceived my royal father, per- 
fidious sorcerer ! and deprived him of his child, 
without ensuritig his safety. Had y<)u tol5 him 
how limited was youj power, he had bravely 
sallied forth to the battle field, and sold hifr^ife 
as dearly as he could !” Wredmar did irt)t in- 
terrupt the torrent of Welleda's reproaches. 
When she had exhausted herself, he assumed 

increased dignityi^aud desired her to take warn- 
• X • 

ing by her father’s fate. He reminded her of 

that father’s guilt ; and finally almost persuaded^ 

her that his self-inflicted punishment was the 

noblest atonement he could make for it. Wel- 

leda remembered, too, the time when she had 

loved the old man with all the playful fondness 

of childhood. She had heard her mother speak 

of him with respect and regard, and from that 

moment she was awed into implicit obedience. 

Many nv)rAiTs passed away, and Welleda saw 
many countries ; but found lio place where she 
could wish to d\fell.- She shuddered tit the re- 
collection of the countries of the n^rth, and the 
intoxicating pleasures of the south sickened hei^ 
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She learned with rapture from her tutor all the 
mysteries of ri^ture, and acquired poyt^ers of 
which she was herself unconscious, until acci- 
dent and necessity made her acquainted with 
them. Wfedmar, after various efforts, became 
enraged at her firm but calm resistance to his 
indiiOements to learn the darker portions of his 
magic^arts. He tried all means to entice her 
into his snares, but in vain. The innate purity 
of the maiden’s mind protected her effectually 
ag^iinst his blandishments ; anS'having no longer 

t 

the power to deprive her of the influence secured 
"by her possession of the enchanted flower, he 
parted from her, reminding her of her mother’s 
words. 

Welleda was now in the virgin bloom of 
youth. Her graceful figure was swelling into 
perfection. Her airy movements were like the 
dance of the floating zephyr. Her eyes were 
the faithful beacons of the glorious mind within ; 
and the rest was as lovely as the bJossom of early 
spring. When she' ’traversed the blooming val- 
lej^s of the south the summer b\rds sang to her, 
the flowers si?nt up their fragrance, and offered 
her the honey^from their cells, the mists rolled 
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away, and the divine rainbow itself seemed to 
*encirclg and protect her. Fairj*-laiul seemed to 
grow beneath her feet. She was at once the 
creature and the creator of enchantment. In 
one of her wanderings she chancctVto reach the 
valley of the Neckar. §lie .stood upon the heather- 
covered hills, and surveyed the lovely lanek^ape 
glowing all around. She felt that this was the place 
destined for her — that she had made the disco- 
very of a home — that her mother's spirit might 
even dwell in itjf*and contemplate her powers and 
lier happiness. Perhaps, too, she might dis- 
cover in it a race of beings in harmony wilii 
such a dis})lay of nature's superiority ; for de- 
s])itc her mother's prophecy and Wredmars 
curse, she longed to find some one to whom her 
soul might unite its inmost sympathies. 

In the highce^ state of enthusiasm, she called 
into existence, by her magic flower, a splendid 
little castle, crowned with costly turrets and 
spires, ajidp Surrounded by enchanting gardens ; 
where marble basins, curious exotics, and grace- 
ful trees combined to form the luxury of retire- 
ment, and the delight\)f Welied^i. Yes, reader, 
upon th^ very spot where the firesejit noble juin 
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of Heidelberg Castle stands, there was Welle- 
da’s magic dwelling, which struck a pio?is awe 
into its village neighbourhood. The pious fisher- 
man crossed himself as his little boat stood op- 
posite the crithanted castle, and tfie rash hunts- 
man who found himself unexpectedly near it, 
started back, as if pursued by his own hounds, 
and fled far away, not in terror, but from reve- 
rence. W elleda saw the influence of superiority 
over the ignorant ; and perceived that she must 
assume some familiar form, to b^Sble to approach 
the timid peasants, and administer relief to their 
fxbcessities. She therefore amused her fancy and 
gratified her feelings by wandering about the 
mountains in the form of an old woman. The 
shepherds and old huntsmen called her Jetta, by 
which name she was generally known in the sur- 
rounding villages. They acr.;pted her gifts, 
which were often herbs and ointments for the 
cure of various diseases ; and many had the 
boldness to profit by her skill, though the vil- 
lagers shook their heads and hoped they held 
no traffic wHh the powers of darkness. 

A year had "passed away, and Welleda sat 
by a marble 'fountain, surveying her ovm image 
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in its limpid waters. And ha^st thou found 
none to^know and love thee, W^dleda ?” said 
she to herself. Docs not that open brow uu 
vite confidence J Does it impart none ? Is lliere 
any malignancy in my tearful eyes.? And oh, my 
heart ! has that no human feeling ?” As^§#ie 
uttered these complainings, a beautiful white 
bird — the last gift of Wredmar — perched upon 
her shoulder, and fluttering his silver wings, 
touched her love^ lips with his bill. Wcllcda 
returned his caresseSf^ saying, Dost thou 
know my thoughts .?-J-Assist me, then !” The 
bird immediately flew away ; and W elleda re- 
treated to a laboratory within her fairy h^ls, 
where it was her custom to pass many of her 
leisure hours. 

It was a lovely summer’s morning. Each 
little blade of grass was trembling with its deli- 
cate dewy nourishment ; each flower seemed to 
sleep, unconscious of the rising sun ; the air w^as 
one delicious perfume ; the feathery beech^trccs 
dimed the moijntain height, and the crystal 
Ncckar beneath reflected all this beauty on its 
surface. The youthful wanderer plight lie down 
on the mol&sy bed of the woods, and dream a 
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thousand dreams of love and ambition without 
being interrupted, or knowing how mmf tranquil 
hours had glided by. The young and hand- 
some sportsman Ferrand, was musing in the fo- 
rest depths, reclining beneath a rock, from which 
a spring was bubbling forth its music. He had 
been pursuing a deer all the early part of the 
morning, and had chosen this sequestered spot in 
which to snatch a few hours of sleep. But Fer- 
rand could not sleep. Ambition lifted him above 
his lowly birth. The roof of his father’s cottage 
was too low for his aspirings ; and in this state 
of mind the wings of fancy carried him over the 
world, and beyond it. As Ferrand’s mind grew 
conscious of its superiority he often fell into 
vague musings like the present — the feverish 
pulse of undeveloped talent was beating — he 
panted for a wider sphere ; lie felt himself con- 
fined within the limits of his native hills. As 
he lay beneath the rock and saw them rising in 
every direction, he thought they even weighed 
upon his brain ; and then — amongst all who 
dwelt upon the banks of the beautiful river — 
there was not? one fellow being to ease his swell- 
ing bosom’ of its undefined longings 
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The grown-up playmates of his childliood had 
begun 2^3 complain of his iinsoqjal disposition. 
They said he was proud, and at length went so 
far as to insinuate some dangerous cause (jf es- 
trangement from their tillage sports. The jea-^ 
lous maidens whispered that he had often b'len 

seen in the immediate neighbourhood the 

■ 

magic castle ; and one simple girl, who really 
loved him, confessed that she had had an inter- 
view with its mysterious inhabitant, on his ac- 
count.* She declared ^at, at the last fulj moon, 
she had approached the garden pavilion without 
venturing to raise her eyes from the ground, 
?mtil the sound of silver bells and a soft flutter- 
ing in the air induced her to look up. She then 
saw above her head a beautiful white bird, which 
gently touching her check with his wings, flew 
towards the pavilion window, which opened to 
receive him. In the next moment a lady stood 
there, dressed in glittering white, and covered 

with a loflg silvery veil. The lady held the 

• • 

white bird on her taper finger, and spoke in 

sweet and encouraging accents ; but the poor 

• 

maiden could not understand tile words, her 

• • 

senses became instantly confused and She faint(^l. 
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The next morning she awoke and found her- 
self in her o\\n little cottage bed, and no one 
had remarked her absence. As soon as this 
marvellous story had travelled aip and down the 
village, and was duly magnifieil by each w onder- 
lo\VEjr gossip, a new interest was excited. Tlie 
young men insisted upon the impossibility of a 
beautiful woman concealing herself from the ad- 
miring gaze of mortals. The maidens declared 
that no w oman possessed of supernatural powers 
w'ould deprive he/sclf of personal charms whilst 
Heinricks, and other old huntsmen of the hills, 

t 

assured their younger friends that they had fre- 
quently met the sorceress gathering herbs, and 
that she was nothing more than an old wrinkled 
infirm woman, whom no one need care to meet 
in the day time, or wish to see again. 

The moody Ferrand was the last to hear of 
the maiden’s adventure ; for no one wished to 
make him angry or increase his coldness. And 
then, though almost every other person knew it, 
it was always a secret. At length, however, 
Ferrand’s favourite sister related it to him, as 
she sat spinning at her wheel, It was delight- 
ful ! Now he had something to suit his daring 
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Hpirit — to exalt his imagination — to excite his 

ftelingSj^nd perhaps reward tlicm.* He resolved 

* 

to penetrate as far as the interior of the enchant- 
ress's castle, be the consequences what they 
might. Nay, fie wondered that lit had not 
thought of this enterprise before. What a wor^l 
it might open to him ! a world of mystery^nd 
power. He passed the night in fanciful dre'ams. 
and left his father s cot before daybreak. H( 
continued his wanderings until he sank, overcome 

by sude^n languof,^ ben oath the rock. Sudelenfy 

• ^ * 

liis dog started up, and Ferrand’s quick ey^ 
caught the mystic bird as it stooped within his 
reach. He seized his bow, tlie arrow sped frpm 
his rarely erring hand, the bird soared aloft 
with a piercing cry, and a few drojis of blood 
fell upon Ferraners arm. He had not forgotten 
the white bird in the peasant girPs story ; and 
he resolved to possess himself of his wounded 
]u-cy. With his usual impetuosity he rushed 
forward, caK^lfing every now and then a glimpse 
of the bird, until he found himself upon the very 
verge of the enchanted castle. He pansecl— he 
stopped to recover breath*—-perhap.<=^ resolution ! 
Idle carved »gates flew open to receive him, anch 
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with all the madness of unri[>ened enthusiasm he 
darted across 'the fairy threshold. Within was 
a glowing paradise of sweets. Balmy shrubs 
and exquisite flowers breathed forth their greet- 
ings, and the sparkling fountains laughed in the 
sqnbeams. Ferrand, gazing around him with 
a beating heart, acknowledged the taste and 
power of the wonderful creature who had brought 
all this luxury to embellish one little spot of 
earth ; but amidst the blooming thickets he 
s(Aight for herein vain. At ^length, thorough a 
delicate vista of birch-trefs, he beheld this em- 
' bodied spirit of excellence ! By a marble basin, 
that held her image trembling on its surface, 
sat Welleda ; the purple flower of Wredmar 
decked her bosom ; her waist was pressed by a 
silver zone; and through clusters of ringlets 
shone a brilliant star on her •alabaster forehead. 
The wounded bird was on her hand, and drops 
of gore trickled from its breast. Her feet were 
clad in purple sandals, and rest^'on the patient 
neck' of a tamed leopard. Her white garments 
floated round her, like the mist of the valley 
when it seeks to hide* the blushing earth from 
ehe fervent sun. Oh, Welleda !-w-wert thou 
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not beautiful ? Yes ! — more beautiful than the 
aWakeiiii]" blush of spring, the gWw of summer, 
or the refulgence of autumn. 

Ferrand •lowered his eyes, to gaze uj)on the 
watery image ; lor to meet the lookn)f the ori- 
ginal was too much. *Xove! delightful \o\f,\ 
requires but one moment in which to loos^ his 
unerring shaft. Welleda sat motionless— Fer- 
rand stood entranced. Both saw for the first time, 
the one — the only one whom each could love. But 
pass ahj the threshold of delight — who darcs*to 
it r Who would break dowiHhe exquisite barrier ? 

Welleda uttered the faint but irresistible cry 
of helplessness, sinking back upon her pillow of 
fiuwers ; and Ferrand, inspired by this move- 
ment, rushed towards the basin, to throw him- 
self at her feet, in a state very similar to her own. 
No. malicious gemjus was there to note the ad- 
vancing steps of Time, nothing was there to 
rouse recollection from its delicious intoxication. 
Welleda aiad*lhrrand — knowing each other, a^. 
if known for years — yet fearing to dissolve :he 
spell of silence and mutual admiration, gazed on 
in rapture and pride. Ves, prid« ; they were 
proud of fijading their imagination of*pei*fecticr. 
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realised in each other. Let it be so, pride is no 
bad instrument; let it go by what nam9 it may. 
It will at least add strength and independence to 
any feeling, if it dare not present kself in its 
naked identity. 

A sigh burst from th^ heart of Wclleda, an 
omiisous sigh — the breath of love — the acknow- 
ledgc*incnt of passion — the relief of sorrow — 
W'elleda felt her danger, and dared it. It was 
in vain that the purple flower of Wredmar closed 
itsi leaves and drooped. Lovers glorious ecstasy 
could hear no propb^siic warning. Welleda had 
dived a century in one short minute, and knew 
all that had hitherto been concealed from her — 
all in fact that was worth knowing. She felt the 
glow of sympathy, and would have died rather 
than have lost that one bright hour of existence. 
Perhaps it was the happiest sfee ever knew. The 
rainbow is more beautiful than sunshine. 

With the ])eculiar instinct of delicacy, Wel- 
leda diverted Ferrand's attention fvom herself — 
or rather seemed to do so, for it was almost ne- 
cessary to :peak. ‘‘ You have w'ounded my bird, 
Ferrand,'* said Welleda, in a soft subdued tone. 
Ferrand started at the human and yet ethereal 
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sound. With a sudden sob, an almost convul- 
sive spaicn, he answered — Forgave me, beau- 
tiful Welleda — I knew not that it was yours.’' 

Oh, how* easy .to forgive ! or rather, ho^ in- 
admissible is the word, where love sanctions and 
equalizes every thing ! ^ Welleda held out h^r 
lily hand, and Ferrand bathed it with tears and 
kisses. It was enough. How lovely are the 
wild-flowers of the spring — ^how simple yet fan- 
tastic their forms and combinations — and ah ! 
liow po«tical their language ! J*ist so the.infant 
dawn of happy love ! . 

When Ferrand entered his father’s cottage 
tl^at evening, he found its inhabitants in gloom 
and discontent. He scarcely knew how to ac- 
count for this, as he involuntarily stooped at its 
entrance — until he recollected that he had been 
absent since day-bteak, and now returned, not 
only without game — ^but even without his bow 
and quiver. These last had ])een left on the 
edge of the'marble basin. 

Do you stoop to enter your father’s dwelling, 
Ferrand ?” exclaimed one of his elder sisters, 
impatiently. Y^ur pride will* certainly be 
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your ruin ; pray Heaven we may not share it 
added she, with fervent selfishness. 

Ferrand was annoyed, but would vouchsafe no 
answer. Amalie, his youngest and favourite 
sister, silently took his hand, and looked timidly 
yet inquiringly into his" face, as if she felt her- 
self responsible for some awful deed of rashness. 
This was more intelligible than the ill-natured 
scorn of Bertha. Fear nothing, dear Amalie,'’ 
whispered he, “ but let me love you better than 
ever — for you h^ve made me the happiest^ of mor- 
tals.” Amalie sighed, shuddered, and hid her 
' face in her hands. 

At this moment the petulant old Heinrick 
entered the cottage. He had been searching the 
neighbouring forest for the beloved Ferrand, his 
only and, as he thought, erring son. Well, 
Ferrand-^here you are — Gcd be praised ! and 
your old father has been looking for you high 
and low, at the close of a weary day ; and nei- 
ther you nor I have any thing to* give the good 

wife for supper ! How’s this, my boy ? where 

% 

have you'been all day ?” 

These wefe startling questions. The subter- 
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fuge of invention was too mean for Ferrand ; it 
would e>5en have injured the lad^ of his love — 
for it would have lowered him. Love’s votary 

feels himself identified with the object he adores. 

•. . . * 

He maintains his idol in colossal dignity ; for to^ 

give it the proportioni^of common-place, is blit 
to degrade himself. Ferrand therefore could 
neither utter an untruth, nor mention to vulgar 
ears the superior being whom he now worshipped. 
He preferred risking his father’s displeasure and 
his sistgr’s suspicions. He was silent. 

Ferrand’s confusion* w^***great. His senses 
were bewildered. The meanness of the cottage, 
when compared with the refinements he had j*ist 
left, was altogether stupifying and revolting. 
Was he the same mm? Was he Ferrand, the 
only son of old Heinrick the hunter ? He 
scarcely recognizeti himself— no wonder then 
that no one else should know him. One bold 
flight had carried him over the surface of com- 

mon-place things, and he unconsciously looked 

• • 

down upon them Who will blame him ? What 
a surface it is to toil — to spin — to eat — to drink 
— to sleep — in endless repetition ! But for such 
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as Ferrand there is more than this. To feel — 
to hope — to dare — to love ! AVhat an ''mphasis 
was now laid upon his being — he lived for an- 
other ! What an antidote to ^^11 the unworthy 

« 

stirrings of human nature ! Happy Ferrand ! 

'Did Ferrand wait for ssunrisc or who was it 
that sprang from rock to rock, and ran along the 
velvet turf that bordered the magic castle in the 
grey dawn of morning ? It was indeed Ferrand. 
He had forced himself to pass the night in his 
father's cottage by way of resolutely doing 
something that was odious to himself, and thus 
satisfying his conscience for what was to come. 
The first streak of light therefore emancipated 
him — the task was over. Welleda had reclined 
upon her couch, in half-forgetfulness, but her 
mind was far from tranquil. And when she* 
roused herself to salute the first beams of the 
sun, she found the purple flower of Wredmar — 
her precious talisman — transformed into a snake ! 
and curling hatefully within tli6 folds of her 
vest. She seized it, and endeavoured for some 
time in Vain to shake it from her hand. At 
length the \^hite bird perceived it, and as it fell 
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to the ground caught it up in his bpak and de- 
voured cit. Welleda watched in# breathless ex- 
pectation — the bird fell dead at her feet ! 

‘‘ I am lostrr-forsaken — alone!” she ajmost 
groaned. Wredmar’s revenge is all but com^ 
plete — let it be so !” sfie added, after a pause* of 
intense feeling ; “I have gained more than I 
can lose.” So saying, she fled from the grotto, 
and hurried through the garden to the place of 
meeting, and there was Ferrand ready to receive 
her. 

It would indeed bo dreadful if there were not 
something to reward the self-sacrificing spirit of 
woman I Welleda forgot the cloud that over- 
shadowed her, in the bliss of loving and being 
loved. Each little word thrilled through her 
every nerve ; each observation secured to itself 
an importance in Ifer bosom ; and thus the noise- 
less hours glided by, until the sun had risen to 
his meridian height. She then led her devoted 

Ferrand to*a marble hall, in the centre of which 

• • 

was a table loaded with fruits, vases, and flowers, 
fit and only food for aerialized lovers — who 
shun the grosser nutriment of other mortals. If 
Welleda presented the delicious pine-apple tb 
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Ferrand — he ate it devoutly ; and if he, in his 
turn, chose fsom the profusion one Itinch of 
grapes more tempting than the rest — she received 
it as a token of affection. Thir exquisite repast 

f 

finished, Welleda proposed to initiate Ferrand 
into the mysteries of her magic chemistry, and 
led him to her laboratory, a small apartment that 
looked towards the plains of the Rhine. It is 
here,*” said she, that I used to pass the greater 
proportion of my leisure hours ; but now — know- 
ledge itself will 4ose its ^charm unless you share 
it with me.*^ 

Ferrand, in whose untutored soul every thing 
that was good, or great, or beautiful, meant 
Welleda, readily consented to the study of all 
that had interested her. When, therefore, the 
$un>beams shed their golden light upon the 
Neckar, she conducted him to* a cave in the hea« 
ther mountain, which opened to a subterraneous 

passage leading to the river’s banks, and even 

^ * 

beneath the rocks of granite, over which it 
rushes so impetuously. As they entered the 
dark cavern, hand in hand, a projecting branch 
caught Ferrand’s hunting-cap, but he did not 
think it worth while to return for it! The star 
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on Welleda'^s forehead now shone forth in all 
the mild luxury of moonlight. ^ It threw all 
surrounding objects into strong light and shade, 
softening all that was abrupt, and deepeninj? all 
that was dark. 

Ferraild felt her 8Uf)eriority for nearly the 
first time. Unhappy Welleda, you shoulS not 
have exposed him to this ! Something pressed 
heavily upon his heart — ^he was silent — and ap- 
parently uninterested. Welleda had lost the 
power .of penetrating into the^minds of^ others 
by any superhuman ^ quick'* sightedness. Her 
beauteous bird was dead. But the love of jf 
tender and anxious woman is almost sufficient 
for itself. Welleda felt that her mysterious 
powers were irksome and displeasing to Ferrand; 
and the generous being would at that moment 
have willingly sacrificed them at the heaven-lit 
altar of pure afiection ; but her time was not yet 
come ! 

Soon am olean of splendour burst upon the 
discontented and astonished Ferrand, and he 
gloried in the very attributes that he had envied 
or disapproved the moment before. • His own en- 
thusiasm i^s awakened — and enthusiasm is t(p 
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wide-spreading to admit the existence of one 
narrow-minded idea. 

The choice spirits of the various elements 
came forth to greet the lovely creature whom 
they seemed to acknowledge as their mistress, 
and torrents of light rufehed down to overwhelm 
the dazzled senses of Ferrand. 

But Welleda'^s presence and her gentle dignity 
supported him. She explained to him the pro- 
perties and uses of all he saw. She gathered 
rays from the ^iamond, and dissolved the thin 
veils that hid one mystery from another. He 
listened in rapture, and proved that an instinct 
of comprehension is natural to a lover’s mind. 
One effort made — and all follows as a matter of 
course. Be content to know that you have been 
ignorant — and you will soon become wise. The 
sun will pierce the smallest crevice that opens to 
his hght. 

It was thus with Ferrand ; and by the time 
that he had wandered through all ihe rocky halls 
that lie buried beneath the Neckar, and smiled 
at the security which divided him from its im- 
patient waters, his spirit soared above his humble 
^^irth, and drank in full draughts of the exhila- 
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rating spring of knowledge. He found increased 

’ force in his adoration of the lovely guide to it, 

o • 

and pitied the contraction of the mind that could 
not apprcXjiate hers. 

W as this 511 ? Did admiring l%\e confine it- 
self to the contemplation of talent ? Was it con- 
tent to idolize ? Must it not appropriate Too 
fatal certainty — it must ! 

Poor little Amalie ! how bitterly did she re- 
pent having told Ferrand the peasant-girl’s story. 
Few things arc* less exceptionable than sisfferly 
love ; few things morS amiable than brotherly 
sympathy. Amalie could not rest ; something 
told her the real meaning of Ferrand’s words ; 
surely he had fallen into the snares of some 
powerful and malevolent being — and she — she 
was the cause of all this. Unhappy girl I She 
asked her mother’s permission to gather sticks in 
the forest, the old woman freely gave it, for 
the stock was getting low. Amalie breathed 
more freelyf ^nd stepped forth on her angelic 
errand in all the simple ai!d delightful tfuth of 
sisterly attachihcht. What would she not dare 
for her beloved brother^ sake ? 

I cannot tell wlhat induced h^ to ^alk in tjie 

M 3 
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direction of the Wizard‘’s Cave, as it was called 
from time immemorial. Perhaps a presentiment. 
At any rate she could not have put her courage 
to more sterling proof; for if the pnecincts of 

I 

the enchanted castle were to be dri*aded, those of 
tlie„wizard‘’s murky cave wjre to be shunned. 

Anfalie went on, checking her natural fears 
by some thought of her brother’s possible danger, 
and an occasional hope of her influence over him. 
In a tumult of agitation she reached the awful 
spot. Was there a spell on itTs very entrance, 
or did Amalie’s own, exaggerated state of mind 
prepare her for the shock which followed, with- 
out the influence of any magical power She 
entered. In the deep hollow of the cave hung 
the well-known hunting cap of Ferrand, sup- 
ported by the feeble spray that had originally 
disengaged it. This was the^ first object that 
caught her eye. She wanted no more to con- 
summate the ruin of her gentle mind. This was 
proof enough, if the fears of pobiy affectionate 
Amalie had needed any : Ferrand then had en- 
tered the fatal cave ! He was then utterly lost I 
Hope died on the very threshold of the place. 
It was top mlich. Amalie turned away and 
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rushed from the fatal scene. She never stopped 
until she reached her cottage defor ; but ere she 
reached" it, reason had abandoned her on her 
flight. — Amalie was mad. 

Let it be imagined, but not described l-Fer- 
rand — guilty, enamoujjed Fcrrand, returned al^o 
to his father's cottage. His fevered lipa— his 
haggard countenance— his scarcely steady gait, 
all spoke the effects of some too exquisite, or too 
terrible excitement. But how was he assailed ? 
Whose heart-piercing shrieks were those, calling 
upon *liim by name, and uttermg the impreca- 
tions of madness against another name — too dc^ 
to him now ? 

If we glance at the intoxicating pleasures 
that had so recently assailed Ferrand, and con- 
trast them with the home reality that now struck 
him dumb, cold, and motionless, we may fairly 
allow on the first shock the superior influence of 
the present to the past, and forgive him if he 
were for a mgment unjust to Welleda. Wclleda 
was his — but his beloved lister Tvas irretrieva- 
bly mad ; and* hts own selfish happiness had 
driven her to this. Had Jiie been betrayed ? Was 
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he indeed the sport of the fiend that poor Ama- 
lie raved about ? — Ungrateful Ferrand ! 

ii / 

His father, mother, and two elder sisters now 
assailed him. They accused him ofc« being se- 
ducett by the lady of the castle — of having yield- 
ed himself a slave to the powers of darkness. 
Fearfiil words and fearful curses were uttered ; 
but they were absolutely nothing to the appall- 
ing cries of the dear sister whom he had ruined. 

See there,’" exclaimed old Heinrick, sec 
what the hell-doomed boy wears upon his finger ! 
see the pledge of his union with a fiend — a witch 
fv-a damned spirit! Oh, boy, boy! Ferrand, 
Ferrand ! is it for this that I have cherished 
you ? Is it for this that I have been so proud of 
you God punishes my pride, and my grey hairs 
will go to the grave before their time !■” 

Father, father, stop,” gasped the wretched 
Ferrand, hear me — do not condemn me — I 
will prove to you that I am not guilty, unless, 
indeed, the love of what is go^d benevolent, 

and beautiful, be guilt ’ 

Say nq more, say no more P ejaculated the 
enraged Heinrick, don’t talk to me of the 
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blandishments of a sorceress, who has outwitted 
•a vain boy — look there ! — look at those blue eyes 
bursting from their sockets — look at those lovely 
lips, torn»and bleeding ; where is the mind that 
made them dt*ar to us all, and tha comfoft and 
delight of my old age | and who — who has dyilc 
this 

Oh ! faith — ^love — confidence ! Are y© proof 
against every thing ? Will ye be lacerated, torn, 
scoffed at, condemned — ^nay, even cursed, and 
yet remain true to the love-lorn Welleda ? Will 
the ignorance and narrow-yiindedness so lately 
removed, return, and shut up the portals of tl^ 
mind to every just and generous emotion ? 

Ay, — yawn wide ye gaping wounds of the 
unseen heart ! Ay, so it was with Ferrand ! 
— Here !” cried he, with wild fury, take the 
ring — I will redegm it, if she be true — and die if 
she be indeed what you say — a fiend 

So saying, he pulled the ring, a beauteous 
sa})phire, frwHFthe finger on which Welleda had 
placed it, as a talisman of proof, cautioning him 
never to remo\^' it. It was to be the spiritual 
emblem of his undoubling faith. ^ Alas ! see it 
now — given up hi fear, incrediSity,^ dread, and 



254 


THE LEGEND OF 


despair. A livid flame arose from the brilliant 
gem, and scorehcd it to a cinder ! — Look — 
look ! hell-born ! accursed screamed old Hein- 
rick, “ see the very smoke of hell arising to con- 
founb you 

^ The poor maniac saw it, and laughed long 
and kudly ; but Ferrand rushed from the cot- 
tage, epursued by that hideous sound, to Wch 
leda’s castle. 

And how had Welleda passed those very 
dreadful hours which were the sequel’ of a too 
dangerous happiness ? • She wandered impati- 
rntly from one apartment to another ; and at 
length desperate and perplexed, hastened to the 
Chamber of Futurity, where magic mirrors haa 
always revealed to her whatever she wished to 
know respecting herself or others. What was 
her horror, when on entering she observed the 
purple curtains slowly rolling down, and conceal- 
ing the mirrors for ever from her view ! ‘‘It is 
just,” exclaimed she, clasping Iter cold hands 
together ; ‘‘ she who has sacrificed all to the 
present, must not expect any thing from 
the future!” Scarcely#. had she uttered these 
ominous word», when her owii name resounded 
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through those marble halls in frantic and fierce 
>ones. 

Ah ! who shall say what struggling nature 
feels when ^he first blow of despair strikes on the 
chilled heart?* Who tell the sickgning agony 
of the drooping spirit,^ and the palsied sens^^ 
What voice is so dreadful as the voice of tfae be- 
loved one, when anger breaks its melody ? , And 
what creature is so meek, so humble, as the 
doating, timid, trembling -woman who hears 
it ? Alai^l love’s dream was indeed transi£;pt, 
scarcely had its transparent^ beam touched the 
threshold of enjoyment, when dismay and dark- 
ness closed upon it. 

Welleda, Welleda,” shouted Ferrand, for- 
getful of all consideration, or even decency ^ 
“ where are you ? Speak, thou angel of sin 

Heavens ! Ferrand, dearest Ferrand, is it to 
me you speak ? Protect me, thou hallowed shade 
of my adored mother ! save me from such cruel- 
ty, and de^f^d»tion ! Oh, have I not sacrificed 
all?” 

Not enough, not enough, Welleda ! Divest 
yourself of all those hated mysteries — prove 
yourself human if •you can, or witiacss my eternal 
death 1” 
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“ Take them, take all — F errand r exclaimed 
the injured Welleda. “ I live for you only, 
of what value arc these glittering toys to the 
scathed heart P’** So saying, she toae from her 
neck a wreath of orient pearl, shu snatched from 
lovely forehead and . her taper waist the star 
and z^ne, and her beautifully formed feet were di- 
vested of their purple clothing. — ‘‘ Are you sa- 
tisfied, cruel Ferrand?’’ 

‘‘ One thing more, Welleda, and I am.*’’' 
What is that 

Meet me, to-morrow, at the Forest Foun- 
tain, before the assembled villagers ; just as you 
are, without one of these accursed baubles, and 
then be mine by all ties divine and human 

What a request ! what odious misgivings ! 
Y ct to this evident degradation, the spell-bound, 
the exalted Welleda must submit! Unrelent- 
ing love I Will not the tears of thy victim suf- 
fice Must the very hearfs blood flow' ? — Y cs, 
blood — blood — blood for the vantpi^e ! 

Is4.it necessary tt say thart Welleda promised 
—could she refuse F 

Ferrand left her — ye*:, he left her— to herself, 
to her sorrow, Jo her remorse ! 

But no — the noble-minded Welleda had no 
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remorse. She had indeed sacrificed all to love — 
*but the^very sacrifice implied a Virtue, and she 
was not likely to disfigure her sublime generosity 
by regret. • She remembered indeed her mother's 
prophecy, yet *she was even content to ‘‘ perish 
by misguided love'' rather than live without/ft. 
Right, Welleda, right! it is better to die than 
live unloved, uncared for, alone, barren, and 
desolate ! 

On entering the cottage Fcrrand found all 
quiet.^ Amalie slept. Some delicious oblivion 
had miraculously fallen upon her. The* exaspe- 
rated feelings of the family had subsided into tUe 
fitful ebbings of restlessness and dreams. Fer- 
rand crept unobserved to his bed. “ To-mor- 
row," thought he, to-morrow will decide ni} 
future fate." 

He slept — as ,wc hear some criminals have 
done the night before their execution. Despaii 
is very exhausting — and the body is infirm. 

Sleep gnf Ferrand ! it is the last time thai 
you will sleep soundly. 

Welleda ! uhfortunate, sclf-devot,?d Welleda ! 
was there no sleep for thy woes F * Didi the burn- 
ing thought within shine thro\igh^thv ruinec 
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peace? Welleda trembled in her own magic 
castle — she feared the creations of her own genius 
— all was distorted — life was a heavy burthen — 
yet annihilation was beyond it ! SheVesolved to 
pass the night in her own favourite grotto, and 
aci ordingly hurried through the secreted garden 
to it. “But oh ! who met her on the very thresh- 
hold ? Grinning triumph — diabolical triumph — 
satiated revenge — Wredmar ! the detestable 
W redmar I 

Our dear W elleda had lost the noble courage 
of innocence, that sacred barrier between the 
devilish power of Wredmar and her own more 
spiritual superiority. 

He had indeed been her early instructor, and 
when he gave her the purple flower in the plains 
of Upsala, he gave all of himself that was worthy 
her acceptance. In that mystic flower was con- 
centrated the better genius of Wredmar, and 
having once placed it in so secure a deposit, he 
could never resutne it. But when the purity of 
his lovely pupil rose superior to all temptations, 
then he was obliged to resign the palm of supre- 
macy, and the white bild was Wclleda's guard- 
ian spirit. 
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We know already that when poor AVelleda 
• * 
gave hei;self up to Ferrand, the Qower proved a 

very exact emblem of Wrcdmar’s malice. We 
know too tliat the death of the white bird was 
but the type of Wredmar’s approaching doom. 

The sudden apparition of Wrcdmar v^s 
frightful enough ; but after the first momeiit of 
surprise was over, the injured Wclleda assumed 
all that was left her of womanly dignity and na- 
tural courage. “ You are here to witness and 
\ • 

accelerate my fate, Wredmar.^’’ she exclaimed; 
not to arrest it .J*” 

Not exactly,” answered Wredmar; but 
you may even now avoid the destiny that ^ the 
angry Nornes are preparing for you. But I do 
not expect thus much of wisdom and gratitude 
from you.” 

I understand you,” replied Welleda, raising 
her youthful head with graceful pride ; I un- 
derstand you, and resist you. Let the awful 
Nomes be*salisfied, I am ready to appease them, 
and to seek my mother’s shade in the world of 
spirits, to which I feel that I^am hasting.” 

She turned to walk away from tiie p/esence of 
the gloating fiend, who now sought <o win hjr 
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by the operation of fear. He sprang after her, 
laid his wither, ed hand upon her arm, and mut- 
tered close to her ear — Look — look, mad girl ! 
perverse Welleda, look at your fairy castle 

W elleda did indeed turn towards it involun- 
tarily, she half hoped tO' have seen Ferrand at 
its entrance gate. But no, the tasteful and 
costly edifice was sinking fast into the earth, 
and W elleda saw its last pinnacle entombed ! She 
broke from tlie cruel grasp of Wredmar, and 
rulhed into the forest. 

The next morniifg it seemed as if the sun had 
Scarcely power enough to lift the heavy mist 
from the bosom of the valley; but when at length 
his beams had broken through all impediments, 
you might see numerous groups of villagers in 
their best attire, talking mysteriously together, 
as if some great event was abcut to happen. 

Presently old Heinrick, his wife, and Bertha, 
made their appearance. Well, neighbour, 
how goes it with Amalie asked* one, judici- 
ously^ touching the very string that was strained 
to bursting; 

“ Oh,l don't ask — don’t ask !” groaned Hein- 
rick. 
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Just at the conclusion of this desponding sen- 
tence, tjie crowd of peasants opjj;ned to admit 
the young man, whose unbridled haste seemed 
as if it would be^r down every obstacle before it. 

Here is Ferrand,” whispered the shuddering 
multitude. 

And it was indeed Ferrand, striding "^on to 
the Forest Fountain; but his bitter feelings' found 
some material for explosion, as he passed through 
the throng of sneering or terrified villagers. 
Co^ie,^come on, cowards!’’ exclaimed tie; 
come and sec your accursed folly, and ask 
])ardon for it !” 

He strode on, careless of the insults wjnch 
such an address was likely to bring upon him. 
He could hear, he could feel nothing of external 
outrage. But something from within screamed 
death !” into his ear, and something echoed 
Welleda!” in his heart. 

The younger peasants who had repulsed his 
rude word«,*werc nevertheless half afraid and 
completely awed by his daring manner, anct they 
tacitly agreed to think him deranged. Why 

should we quarrel with a madman ?” ^id they 

• • 

to each otljer. So they followed, as- rapidly as 
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they could, the difficult path which Fcrrand held 
chosen. eTu.st^heii a shriek from a female voice, 
and a yell from Ferrand, came down upon them 
all with terrific strength. They hurried on, old 
Heinrick and his family at their head. 

•At the Forest Fountain, bathed in a stream 
of blood that gushed from her loving heart, lay 
the beautiful, the exquisite Wclleda. Ferrand, 
wretched Ferrand, her half murderer, w^as vainly 
endeavouring to quench that flood of^ life. At 
his' feet was a sjae-wolf — dead. This ferocious 
monster had realized the dreadful prophecy 
Vhich overhung the fate of Welleda. Wolfs 
brat — wolf’s brat — thou shalt be devoured by 
one of thine own brood !” 

Who shall survive the loved one ? Let death 
grasp both in his iron arms — let the same grave 
close over them — and the saine eternity await 
them. 

AVhen Ferrand had long clasped the corpse 
of Welleda to his heart in speechless agony, he 
looked down upon her composed features — c^lm, 
cold, and fixed. Dead !” exclaimed he at 
length ; Wfelleda is clead, and I have killed 
h.er!” 
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liis heart broke in that fierce jpang. He was 
laid at her side beneath the lime-tree that shaded 
the fountain ; and from that day, for centuries 
down, the scene pf this tragedy has been, and is 
still, called ‘‘ the Wolfs Brun.’^ 
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It becms almost inconsistent with modern habits 
to ideiitify^tlic good and intelligent fatl^T o?* a 
family with tlie subegssful i\iler of a kingdom ; 
but it may be refreshing to look back a few cen*- 
turics for a more natural slate of things ; to^ee, 
ill thought, the judaces cf kings and princes 
cheered by the lia])]>y sunshine of domestic en- 
deai iiient, and then to contemplate with added 
interest the jiictifresquc ruins that bring such 
scenes to cur iinagiiiati(ai. 

1 have wandeied often through the splendid 
court of lieidelbcrg Castle, and gazed on each 
separate fragment with painful admiration ; hut 
I do not think that any pointy sends its vifnientc 
so at once to the heart as tlic lity* Chj^hic Gio- 
riette of Lyuis the Third. I call it bccau^ 

N 2 
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lie hallowed it by finding leisure to fulfil, be- 
neath its small arched roof, the sacred duties of 
a father. He educated his children himself, 
prociiring for them at the same time all the ad- 
vantages of skilful masters ; and the fifteenth 
century w^as rich in these. 

I will not, however, rob this portion of the 
ruin, I mean the large square building of which 
this window is the solitary ornament, of its claim 
to be valued, exclusively, as the most ancient 
part of the whole castle. It was commenced by 
the Count ralatine Uodolphus L, towards the 
year 1300, and comjdeted by his son and suc- 
cesser. Ado]j)hus, in 1325. Think of its grev 
hairs — 1 mean its grey stones ! — not that the 
stones of Heidelberg Castle are grey, exce])t 
where the influence of the weather has ])ro- 
duced the fascinating neutral lints, for the dee]) 
red granite gives warmth and richness to 
its moulderirig walls. The mountains which 
l)raee in the Xeckar from Heidelberg to Neck- 
arsteinach, with tlie exception of a few rocks 
opposite* the abl)ey of St. laibourg, ])roduce no- 
tliing else ; and some exhausted quarries in the 
immediate,' neiglibourhood of the castle itself, are 
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specific criteria of its enduring materials ; whe- 
ther glowing in the blushing sunset, or melting 
into phantom outlines in the morning mist, they 
are almost equally beautiful. 

Count Ruprecht was the next princely archi- 
tect ; and added his long, and now most gloomy, 
palace to that of Rodolphus and his son. Pro- 
bably his visit to Rome on the occasion of his 
being crowned by the pope “ Emperor of the 
holy Roman kingdom of the German nation/’ 
inspircgi hfln with the useful ambition of«embel- 
lishing the proud residence* of his ancestors — 
the noble burthen of the Jettcnbuhl. At afl 
events he was enabled to borrow much from I telly, 
and to nurse the rising talents of his son and 
successor, Louis the Third, our good father of 
the Gloriette. Tlie liberality of Ruprecht in- 
duced many artii^s to give up their classic 
ground for pecuniary and personal advantages, 

and the young Louis knew liow to value tlieir 

• * 

instruction.* 

He, in his turn, encouraged and protected 
all who had taken a share injiis owh cdtication, 
and retained themj)y muniiicence^and ftiendship 
in his castl^;, as the future tutors of hJfe children. 
Amongst those, he was more particularly attach- 
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ed to the two niost youthful; the German Kem- 
nat, and the Iialian Geroniino Benini ; both of 
them had married into his household, and seem- 
ed have become fixtures in the establishment; 
both, too, were fathers, and the good and gener- 
ous Louis saw no objection to including the 
youn^ Raffaello and Eugenia as pupils of the 
Gloriette, wishing to excite emulation in his ju- 
veniJe academy, and perhaps to illustrate his own 
estimate of real greatness in this simple and 
pleasing manner. Let us think we see the in- 
teresting group, while the* many-coloured beams 
of the morning sun peer in through the antique 
stai'hed-glass of the window, and brightly etch it. 
How touching the variety of beauty and expres- 
sion, from the paternal dignity of Louis, the 
shrewd sagacity of Kcmnat, and the melancholy 
pathos of Geronimo, to the fcoyish, yet graceful 
gaiety of the elder prince, the fine and thought- 
ful features of his brother, the classic contour of 
the young Italian, ^ind the fairy loveliness of the 
little girl. But this is only a glimpse ; we must 
gallop 'frith time, t,nd find all these young j)eo- 
])lc advancing rapidly on the beaten track of 
Aiaifs existence. 

Louis saw his children’s progress with the 
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satisfaction of a virtuous parent, who has felt his 
responsibility and acted up to hfs^ sense of duty. 
There was a vast difference between the two 
young pritfees. Louis was amiable and agree- 
able, but not talented ; whilst his Jbrother ^Fre- 
derick, silent, thought^!, vigorous, soared high 
above him : but this disparity never injurM their 
swTet fraternity of aff ection. 

Louis invariably consulted Frederick in all 
his youthful enterprises ; and Frederick never 
failed to ui|^hold his brother, and even joined in 

sports tliat he scarcely liked, for the sake of 

* • 

pleasing him. Louis was accomplished ; he 
loved music, and danced well, for nature had 
endowed him with every pliant facility. 

Frederick hated dancing, and at lengtlx ob- 
tained his father's permission to abandon it ; but 
he fenced gracefu^y, rode well, and shewed much 
taste in architectural design. He was always 
planning some improvement for the dear old 
castle. His*happy father listened to all his pro- 
})osed changes or additiohs with affeeflonate 
pride; and often told him, that had not the 
public funds been so reduced by bis own fiither’s 
expenses in building, and supporting ^e trouble- 
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some dignity witli which the electors had in- 
vested him, he would gladly listen to Frederick’s 
schemes. 

The talents of Raffaello were running parallel 
lines with those of his noble associate, with this 
diference, Rafaello preferred sculpture to archi- 
tecture ; he excelled also in music and singing, 
and di»nced as well as Prince Louis himself. 
Still there was a pensiveness and a daring that 
united him more closely to the younger prince. 
Frederick was always with Raffaello when^Louis 
did not want him. And dear little Eugenia, the 
fc.ir child with hazel eyes and golden hair, how 
old was she ? She was just fifteen ; beauty was 
in the blossom, and the flower grew lovelier with 
every added day. 

Old Kemnat, for he really was growing old, 
gazed on his innocent child, ard wished that lie 
had married earlier in life. His wife had long 
been dead, but after the first years of loneliness, 
liis daughter filled up the void in liis heart; 
and he only seemed to live for her, and his 
adored pupi^ Frederick. The favourite prince 
often passed whole evenings in the apartments of 
Kemnat ; and thus time hastened over the flow- 
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ery paths of youthful and unalloyed pleasure, 
*and no one noticed its quickened footsteps. 

Oh, spr^pg of life ! oh, morning of the minil. 
Bursting wi^i youthful vigour, glorious, bright^l 
Pause ye of wintry and thought confin’d, 

And bless for once, this image of delight ; 

Cherish the young with kind encouragemeift. 

So shall ye, yet, redeem the time misspent I, 

It will scarcely be supposed that the young 
])rinces were allowed to possess all their supe- 
riorities, without exciting in certain noble fami- 
lies, w^hosc views of.educafion had l^ccn more 
limited, envy, hatred, and malice. The ofd 
Count do Luzel stein, the proudest and «nost 
powerful vassal of the electorate, contented him- 
self with muttering some ill-omened prophecy, 
tliat all would not end well. Ilis two sons, 
Wilhelm and Frahz, were nearly of the same age 
tlie princes ; and his only daughter l^eonora, 
tlioiigh only sixteen, was the admiration of all 
who had sCen her in her dawn of beauty. She 
was an exquisite model of personal ])erfection, 
]>ut like all the females of tli^ age, 'khew\'as con- 
deinned to a very Jimited educatv)n, a^id her in- 
fant pride# and passions were pampered, un|il 
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they became totally insubordinate, and defied all 
restraint. She had no mother. Her father 
doted on her beauty, and he had no mind to 
sympathize with or cherish mental charms. lie 
was glad that the elector had no daughter, and 
he'pleased himself with dreams of ambition, that 
placed his child on the throne of the palatinate. 

' Young Louis had long been betrothed to ]\Iar- 
garet of Savoy, he therefore was beyond reach ; 
but Frederick might still be his son-in-law. In 
shoVt, he only wi^ited for a favourab^J opportu> 
nity of making the proposal to the elector. But 
dbath interfered between his ambition and its 
obje/'-t. 

In the year 1450, on the last day of the month 
of ^\ugust, the castle bell was heard to toll. The 
centre tower echoed the mournful re}>etiti()n of' 
the funeral knell, and the cliurCli of St. Peter, and 
the recently completed one of* the Holy (Piost, 
mingled their melancholy music ; the tro()])s 
were drawn up on the Place dWrmCs ; groups 
of the inhabitants were seen Jiere and there, eon- 
versing f^pparently jn a low tone, and universally 
dressed in blagk : some dignitaries of tlie iini- 
\orsity wefe winding their way u]) to, the castle* 
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by the northern entrance ; and a procession of 
Carmelite monks were following them at some 
distance, bearing torches and various religious 
symbols. *It was the fiineral of the good elector 
til at called forth this display of •pious pomp. 
Louis., on his death- bfer had commanded that 
his funeral should be as simple as might^bc con- 
sistent with the dignity of the country of which’ 
he had been so long the chief ; but he desired 
that his people might follow him to the grave. 
Lest homi^c to a good and patriarchal sovereign. 

He v as followed by ofie large ffwiilij. The old 

• • 

and the infirm, who could not walk, were carri#il 
in litters by their children or friends ; and every 
lioiise was empty, l])r no one would be left be- 
hind 

jMany tears were shed, and many hi<n't-felt 
and liM'vent prayers w^erc carried along the im- 
merse concourse, like the sighs and wailings of 
the ocean. All was finished. Money w as dis- 
tribiilt'd to, the *])oor classes by the almoner and 
mayor ; and the dark colinmis of peo])le ihoved 
away with heavy steps from the sepne pi* inter- 
menl. 

lint how describe the grief of two affectionate 
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sons ; and numerous devoted followers ? Grief 
was new to Lguis and Frederick. Louis sunk 
beneath its pressure during the first few days ; 
but he soon rallied. It was too heavy, too 
dreadfully irksome to his weak, yet lively tem- 
perament; and he thought he was making a 
great elfort to shake it off when, as a matter of 
course," he turned his thoughts to the reception 
of his bride, and his own coronation as Elector 
Palatine. It was a seasonable relief for him : 
anct he fled away from sorrow as from/„om(jthing 
too serious to encounter. But Frederick hugged 
Ill’s affliction, and brought it near to him. He 
knew the depth of his sorrow, yet did not fear to 
plunge into it, and though^ no one knew how 
much he suffered, because he shrunk from every 
public demonstration, yet no one suffered so 
much or so long. 

The death of his beloved farher had a decided 
influence upon the ripening of his energetic cha- 
racter. He wandered about the fOrasts of the 

% 

surrounding mountains, and gave himself u]) to 

It 

reflectioa and secret sorrow'. After many hours' 
wandering, on* one of these rambling excursions, 
he sank exiiaustcd by fatigue and despondency 
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on the Giant‘’s Stone ; an enormous mass of gra- 
‘nite, detached from its originaj bed by some 
violent shock, and which still hangs above the 
town of Heidelberg on the mountain side. For 
the first time,* yes, the first time since the1:leath 
of his invaluable parcilf^ Frederick wept. \i' ho 
can tell the luxury of tears, to those wh6 seldom 
weep ? Frederick sat upon the Rie»cnstein , 
tlirew his arms upon it, and buried his face 
within the close circle that they made. It was 
within a&w days of Louisas coronation and^nar- 
riage ; for both ceremonies*were to take place on 
the same occasion. The fair Margaret was in- 
stalled with some of her relations in Rodolphus's 
building ; and th^ first ball since the death of' 
the elector, was to take place in the Rittersaah 
or Ivnighfs Hall, of Ruprcchfs palace. 

liouis w'as exited, he loved his young bride 
jia^sionately ; but the fever of conscious defi- 
eicney haunted him by night and by day, and 
made hyn*fec1 the coming dignity of elector to 
be insupportable.* lie wolild have been •glad in 
the romance of early and mutu£^ affection, to 
have oeeiipicd a cottd^e on tlic banks of the 
smiling Ncckar, so that his idolized Margaret 
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had been content to share his fate, rather than 
ascend the throne of his fither, and feel tliat he 
was not made for it. He was, indeed, in the 
greatest distress of mind ; wlien suddenly an 
idea of happy .promise flashed across him. Might 
he not associate his brorlier with him in the 
sovereignty ? 

lllessod be that singleness of heart which does 
not envy the superiority of a brother ! lllessetl 
be the pure affection that rejoices in it ! tlirice 
hapj>y Louis and Frederick ! Lo^^s clings 
proudly to his brother for su])port ; and i'rede- 
ric^ 's noble nature yields it with humility ! 

Louis had employed several hours in seeking 
his; brother. His heart was full to overdowing : 
he longed to pour his whole soul into the fra- 
ternal bosom that ever flew wide open to his em- 
brace. At length, at a distance', he thouglit lie 
recognized the manly figure of J^’redcrick, as it 
lay stretched upon the liiesenstein. He still wore 
his black dress ; and the graceful ' abandonment 
of grief was so new to Frederick, tliat Louis 
started in admiration of it. 

Just at this moment a tall and elegant ligure, 
on the acclivi/^y of the mountain, vvithdrc'W. It 



RUPRECHT'S Rr I LDI KG. 279 

was Raffaello, who followed Frederick unseen ; 
but who retired on perceiving th^ I^ouis was ap- 
]:)roaching the prostrate prince. The timid and 
truly aflectionaje Louis feared to internipt a sor- 
row so violent and so private ; bu^ his last foot- 
ste]> had struck upon the sensibility of ^ his 
brother, who suddenly lifted himself from the 
rock, in the dread of having been obser\\'d by d 
stranger. But when he recognized his dear 
Louis, he opened his arms, and both brotliers 
rushed tC'^the embrace. 'JMiey stood, locked in 
each other's arms, for soilie minutes, a united 
pillar of strength. At length tlie sunny tcars^of 
Louis having produced upon himself all tl^c soft 
refreshment of a summer's shower, he ventured 
to interrupt the deep sobbings of his brother, in 
broken sentences : — ‘‘ Oh, l^^rederick, dear, dear 
Fritz, you are «in!iappy, while I am thought- 
lessly 1 lurrying on to seize new pleasures ! ^Yhy 
did you not check me ? 1 feel that I Inive 

not long •enough lamented our dear father, and 
that the consummation of mv marriage so soon 
after his death, will be indecent. TcU me, Frc- 
deriek. my own true friend, do^^ou^tot think I 
had better defer it 
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“ No, no, dear Louis,’”’ replied Frederick, re- 
covering with powerful effort from the effects 
of his recent passionate hurst of feeling; “ Not 
at all, iny brother. Notliiiig can be inorc con- 
sistent w’itli t«lie wishes of our deceased father, 
than your hastening to assume the dignity which 
he has left you ; and as to the fair Savoy, you 
cannot choose a better moment for sharing it with 
lier. May it be a halo of glory round you both ! 
I am sorry that I should have distressed you so 
mucli, but tlie recollection of my fatheji^diad .over- 
powered me. Comc,‘ let us rclracc our ste])s to 
thV castle, and see how the Kittersaal will look 
with Haffaello’s new piece of sculpture. He told 
me something of the design, and I confess 1 
tliought it ))articularly happy ; but he begged us 
to refrain from seeing him working at it ; so J 
suj)pose there is some little rjystery a])i)ut it 
intended to surjjrise us agreeably.’”* 

I’rederick had tlius skili’ully diverted his bro- 
ther s thoughts into the riglit channel; and the 
bridegroom elect, was full of the decorations and 
festivities dial were to grace his nuptials. I be- 
iieve he forgot, in those gay moments, the throne 
and every -ihino; else ; and his kind brother 
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kept up the excitement till they approached the 
western gate of entrance, arm ^ arm. The 
guard turned out, on either side of the gate, and 
the youthful and handsome brothers acknow- 
ledged their ^salutations in their .usual conde- 
scending and graceful manner. But no soldier 
at that time was so thoroughly stiffened into 
etiquette as to forbear exhibiting on his tiounte- 
nance the radiant smile of devoted attachment ; 
and their idolized Frederick always took occasion 
to sa}^ a fc?f words to some one or other of tlftm, 
which as surely verc the boast of the supper- 
table for that evening. Louis’s easy temptr, 
and proverbial kindness of heart, had already 
procured him the uame of the Debonnairc ; but 
no one proposed, as yet, an epithet for the future 
hero, who was destined to win that whic|^ now 
follows his own, by repeated victories. 

Just as the brothers were traversing the old 
parade-ground of the castle, the loud challenge 
of the wat’der of the northern tower, proclaimed 
the arrival of some iinportaiit guest. 

That must be old Luzelstein,’” exclaimed 
Louis, and his fair 3aughter,®n[^ JMargarct’s 
bridesmaid. Let us hasten to receiw them. 
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Do you go, my dear Louis,"” answered 
Frederick, and leave me to make my ap- 
pearance in RodolFs Hall. I confess I am not 

just now inclined to present myself td' the Lady 

♦ 

Leonora ; and therefore I shall ju^t go and look 
at RaflPaello’s new prodi&tion. I see he is ex- 
pecting me; there he stands in the window f' so 
saying Frederick withdrew his arm from that of 
Louis, and disappeared instantly in the vestibule 
entrance. 

Louis hastened forward, through th« northern 
gate to the rampant terrace, from which he 
cculd observe the party that were approaching 
the castle. 

He had judged rightly. The old Count dc 
Luzelstein was conducting Leonora on her white 
palfrey. The old man himself, in travelling 
costume, rode by her side on a superb black 
charger, that strained its curved neck with pride, 
and snorted loudly, as if it intended some hostile 
attack upon the castle walls. Two knights in 
brilliant armour, attended by their squires, fol- 
lowed ; and the rear of the little party was closed 
by retainers and servingimen of all descriptions. 
At some distance from the Luzelstein train ap- 
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pcarcd new guests, emerging from the valley 
Yormed by the Jettenbuhl an^ Fricsenberg. 
These were the Fishop of Mentz, accompanied 
by the superior of the Carmelite monastery at 
the foot of that ravine^ A numerous procession 
of monks and episcopal soldiers and retaiiaers 
were following the bishop and the bare-headed 
Carmelite at a very respectful distance ; for they 
seemed to be engaged in some very interesting 
conversation. 

w^y leave Louis to receive his rfbble 
guests; and imagine that ‘he appeared to the 
best advantage, as he welcomed the old count, 
and gallantly assisted Leonora to alight. No 
doubt the haughty beauty condescended to ap- 
preciate the attentions of the young elector ; and 
perhaps she thought that had she only been seen 
before Margaret, her victory over the soft heart 
of Louis had been matter of certainty. Never 
mind ; many a proud enchantress deceives her- 
self iijor® grossly than her admirers. We will 
hope that Louis could look upon a beaifty that 
surpassed all that he had yet ^eeij, without 
either being dazzled b^ it, or contrasting it foi 
one moment with the natural graces of his un- 
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affected bride. The heart, and not the eye, 

rt 

must decide sucli points as these. 

AV^hen Frederick liad mounted the s])iral 

staircase of Ruprecht’s tower, and gained the 
a 

second story, he entered the beautiful Rittersaal ; 
and was instantly greeted by the enthusiastic 
Raffaello, who sprang forward to meet him. 
‘‘ Nobhj and dear prince,’' exclaimed he, “ now 
my courage fails me, and hope seems to die 
within me. Should you not like my work, I 
shall be^ seized with utter despair.” 

Never fear, never fear, my good Rafiaello, 
wlien did you ever fail to excite my warmest 
admiration Let me see this chiselled perfection.” 
Raffaello hid his face in his hands from nervous 
sensibility the moment his prince advanced 
towards the rich mantel-piece, over which was 
placed his chef (Tauvre. It was such, indeed, 
but the most exquisite part of it w as not ideal ! 

“ Beautiful, beautiful ! Why, Raffaello, how is 
this ? Whose face and form ha've you' borrowed 

t. » . 

for your Angel of the Resurrection Raffaello, 
had darted towards Frederick the instant that 
the welcome word of praise escaped from the 
lips of the . prince : but when this last question 
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was put, lie blushed, and tried tj stop the sigh 
that answered it. Poor Raffafllo ! he loves 
her; I thought so,"** said Fredorich, seeming to 
talk to himself; and then, turning abrupt^ to 
his trembling and interesting corf)panion, he 
added, Pll tell you what, Raffaello, notlnng 
"would give me more pleasure, than to see the 
sweet daughter of my faithful old Kemiiat united 
to the friend of my early youth.’’"’ With these 
kind words, he caught the young artist to his 
breastf in momentary emb^^ce. Rirffaello, 
overcome and choked .with a Variety of emotions, 
fell upon liis knee, and grasped those of hfs 
benefactor with the convulsions of gratitude,^ too 
lively, and too deep'for expression. 

Just at thi.s critical moment, when it was 
diilicult to say which of the two individuals was 
most affected, thc^ superb doors that connected 
the hall of Ilujmecht with that of Rodolf, flew 
wide open ; several court pages and servants 
lined them'on cither side ; and then l.ouis came 
forward, with his usual thoughtlessness, leading 
the transccndaiit Leonora, beaming with pride 
and anticipated tniimph, to introcfi^wjier to the 
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beloved brother, who, the world said, was destined 
to call this rich gem of beauty /lia. 

Nothing could be more unfortunate than this 
well-intended surprise. Frederick felt shocked 
by it ; not offended — for, he could never blame 
his affectionate brother. But the too evident 
emotion, in which he had been detected, and 
Louis's first exclamation, placed him in rather a 
per])lexing situation ; and the violet eyes oi' the 
Lady Leonora, flashed at once their glance of 
Ijaughtv indignation on the mystery. 

Bless me,'' cried Louis, i'ncautiously leaving 
the young lady by lierself, ‘‘ bless me, viiat an 
exquisite likeness of our dear little Eugenia ! ' 

One of the knights, in tin' glittering armour, 
now came forward, to the su))port of his softer, 
and oifering his arm, said with marked em].jia.sis ; 

We surely are intruding iqmn Ihiiue i'ro- 
dcrick's admiration of this }>iece of sculj)ti;rc ; it i 
Us withdraw: IMargaret of Savoy has just sent 
forward her ])age to request your ]>resence in 
her jnivate a])artment." 

(’ertainly, I attend her," quickly breatlied, 
rather than spoke, the mortified Leonora. But 
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had she known, that the seemingly cold and 
offended being, who folded his iftrms across his 
breast and leaned for support against the centre 
pillar that held^ up the groined ceiling of the 
hall, was feeling, for tli^ first time ift his life, the 
electric thrill, the homage to that beauty which 
the enraptured heart afterwards longs to a])- 
propriate, she would have felt that moment the 
]iroudest of her existence. She had seen and 
even ])ossessed a portrait of Frederick, drawn 
by lli^faell ^ which the superior^ of the CtymcTite 
monastery had contrived to ‘purloin during the 
exercise of his dii/ies as confessor to the lafb 
tiector. He had conveyed it to Coun^ de 
I^uzcl stein, who wkhed to inflame the ardent 
mind of his daughter and thus ])repare her, as 
tl'ic ]irincipal instrument of his ambition. 

"vVe may judge kow easily this was accomplish- 
ed ; and how impetuously Leonora entered into 
the scheme of working her way to the throne of 
the palatiwate. When, therefore, Frince Louis 
invited the whole lAizclstcin family to be Vv resent 
at his nuptials, and proposed that tl;e Lady 
I^eonora should remain principal* of the 
court, after the marriao-c. the couitt and his 
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daughter accepted the arrangement with alacrity, 
and even witln apparent humility. Wilhelm and 
Franz, the two brothers, hesitated some little 
time to sanction it by their a])proval. They 
detested thc^ hard necQifsity that constrained 
them to do homage to the elector ; and having 
lately enrolled themselves as members oi* the 
faimais Secret Tribunal, their morose and fiery 
tempers assumed a degree of arrogance which 
they had not reached before. Their infirm old 
father '«wis positively afraid of them • and, never 
dared to do any thing without consulting them, 
liut Leonora was too much like them to quail at 
their frown, or obey the angry stamp of their 
feet.* If they upbraided, she ridiculed; and the 
domestic j)arty of I^uzelsteiii Castle was any- 
thing but harmonious. 

ANhlhelrn von Luzelstein bad been once de- 
feated by the young J^rince IVederick, in a 
tournament given at the castle of Luzelstein. 
This was never to be forgiven: arid though he 
at length consented to his father's plans re- 
sjrecting his* sister, no cordial wish of success 
accompanied fiis tardy permission, to have her 
eiirolled first lady of the court. It was he who 
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stepped forward to conduct his ^sister from the 
Rittersaal ; and uttered the wRrds we have 
quoted, in his most contem])tuous manner. 
They fell unheeded on the ear of him whoniithey 
were intended to provoike ; and he “saw Leonora 
vanish from the spot, witlunit addressing a word 
to Iier. Louis, whose attention liad been cn- 
grossed by various details of the sculpture, wa?< 
quite unprepared to find himself, his brotlicr, 
and the artist, the only persons in the spacious 

chaml^^r. ‘%IIoly Mary he extlai med, 

• • 

is the fair lady that I*cscorted liithcr 

‘‘ She is gone away with tliat perverse brother 
of hers,*'"' answered Frederick. 

The Princess Margaret sent to reipiest lier 
presence,*” rejoined Rafl’aello. 

Indeed ! then I bid you both farewell ; but 
dearest Frederick, 'Vill you come to my closet to - 
night, I have something of the greatest im- 
portance to tell \jDU ?” 

“ Lertaifily, my .dear Lpuis,'’’ replied ^Fre- 
derick, slightly \jondering at the sudden earnest- 
ness of his brother’s manner, .but too much pre- 
occupied to attach .^ny very definite-tfttei tu it. 

It woijd not be amiss, I think, to* dress, fo» 


VOL. iir. 
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the afternoon w:ears away, and this ball is to 
begin early,” Continued he, and as the Italian 
mirror hung before? him, he involuntarily glanced 
at h(’s own imago. Nay, he went further, he 
even desired' llafiacllo top* accompany him to his 
private chamber, and choose his dress for the 
evening. We may be sure that the artist heard 
this proposition with delight ; and determined to 
make the noble model wear its best looks. 

This was a gay day for the town of Heidelberg. 
All iit hotels WGre filled with tho/guesti', who 
had bee n bidden to the balls and tournament ; 
and miiry a fair girl hoped to obtain a due 
share oi* the admiration and gallantry of the 
noble cavaliers. Ikit she '^ho was calculated to 
win the secret homage of all hearts, was the 
least conscious of her power. We have observed 
that degree of sileViCe toward.^ Eugenia, that her 
ingenuous ntodoMy seemed to claim; nevertheless 
wc have- 1!!( in li. of her, as she sat in her aged 

‘ I j ^ 

fatlier's sv.all but very neat apartment ; drawing 
something tliat IlaiTaello had left her to copy, or 
reading s('0’e Iialjnn poem that he had lent her. 

V * 

Her sy]f4?Jilve form, too, was sometimes seen 
w'andcriitg in the direction of the AY olf’s l^run ; 
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but not even lliifTacllo ])rcsuincd to follow licr, 
whbn she Wcas alone. With cw?rv advantage 
that nature and education could bestow, lAigcnia 
was the most diffident and sensitive of her sex. 

When, therefore, jhe amiable* ]\ I argarct of 
Savoy received her as her future attendant, 'she 
could not fail to love her witl? the protecting 
fondness of an eldest sister. All tins eon-^ 
descensiondid not overwhelm the gentle Eugenia ; 
for had she not been from ber eliildhoial the 
coinpgnion^f princes.^ Ihit^she felt grateful 
and devoted, and loved her* beiu volent mistress 
with enthusiasm. 

We may then judge the surprise of Lcoyora, 
v. lien on ente ring ihe apartment of the bride- 
elect, she saw the living representative of the 
beautiful statue, sitting at Margaret's feet ; w hilst 
th.at lady hcrseliowas wreathing a coronet of 
white roses, in the flowing ringlets of her favourite. 
I.eonora started at the identity of the one, and 
at the oceupStion of the other. Margaret rose to 
receive her guest, with easy grace, delighted at 
her beauty ; for no one could secoher,* and not 
feel the influence of its first inf^)r^ion; and 
anxious to dispense with the uscless^'CTemonios 

o 2 
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of recent acquaintance, she began a sprightly 
conversation on. the approaching ball. This was 
a subject on which Leonora also could be 
voluble ; and the two ladies were sooii involved 

f> 

in a discussion of the merits of Genoa velvet, 
brocades, silver tissues, and other delicate and 
costly accessories. 

' In the mean time, the sweet girl had risen 
from her lowly posture ; the white rose coronet 
falling on her neck with the abundance of silken 
hair that had been thrown into such pleasing 
confusion by the princess ; and she still held in 
the fold of her loose and simple drapery, 
numerous spoils from the flower garden, not 
knoYuug exactly what to do y^ith them. 

The keen and almost harsh look that the lady 
Leonora sent from time to time towards her, 
seemed to destroy her presence of mind at once. 
Eugenia saw her future bitter enemy before her ; 
and perhaps there is some instinct in the human 
mind, that teaches us to shudder* when an 
unfriendly being approaches us. ^ If not, — the 
mere animals are better off, in this respect, than 
man, the masier-piecc. 

‘‘ What is the matter, child said the light- 
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hearted Margaret. “ Don't be ^raid of appearing 
to any disadvantage, because I have let those 
imprisonci^ locks fall down upon your shoulders ; 
I assure you^it is very becoming, is it not, •Lady 
Leonora P'' added sh^, turning to look for the 
acquiescence of her new acquaintance. • 

Oh ! certainly, yes, undoubtedly, your 
highness’s taste must be good ; but may I ask 
the name of the fair damsel ? I suppose she is 
not always called the Angel ?” 

At thes^: words Eugenia tflrned deaSly pale, 
and seemed ready to faint. The wafrm -hearted 
princess ran and caught her, as she was sinking 
cn the floor. ^‘Good Saint Margaret 6e my 
speed ! the child is ill ; and the ball-room may 
lose one of its best ornaments.” 

‘‘ Indeed !” rejoined Leonora, slightly turning 

I* 

away from an excess of condescension that aj)- 
pcared to disgust her. 

Eugenia .raSied, and pressed the princess’s 
hand to her lips, asking har permission to retire 
for a short turfe to her own apartment. Tin? 
was of course instantly granted. ^ Eugenia curt- 
sied as she passcii by Leonora, wHo^^sdained to 
notice hef salutation. She hurried throug:h <he 
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numerous corridors, and reached her own taste- 
ful little apartment, ready again to sink with the 
apprehension of some concealed ill. She threw 
herself upon her couch, and wept bitterly. 

The slight refreshment that went by the name 
of Vespers had been served to the different apart- 
ments of the castle ; and now every one was se- 
riously engaged in the important business of the 
toilette. Frederick and llaffaello were seen 
walking in the garden, near the fanciful arcade 
and waier-works, that were looking bcautiail in 
the divine sunset. The} then struck into a 

i 

new path, and mounted to that commanding 
terrace which overlooks the whole plain of the 
Rhine, girt with its sapphire mountains. This 
is indeed glorious!” ejaculated the prince; 

and I am quite in the mood to enjoy it this 
evening. You know, Raffaelio, that there arc 
times when every thing pleases us ; and I believe 
the prospect of my beloved brother’s happiness, 
together with that which I intend for you and a 
certain very angelic person, has hUd its full in- 
fluence upon my feelings. There is some spell 
at work, surely, to reconcile me so soon to this 
gry clothing of mine ; I thought I had vowed 
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to wear black all my life long ! ^ And now, Raf- 
facllo, take that packet,” contiimed tlie j)rince, 
giving him a small rouleau of paper, “ and try 
what additional weight it may have with good 
old Kcmnat.*'^ Raffi\^dlo guessed* the meaning 
of this ; but before he could recover IVoni* liis 
surprise and diffidence, his friend hail dashed 
down a shady path, waving his hand ifi such a 
manner as to forbid his following. 

Frederick reached the castle by one of the 
semi^subteyranean passages which led ty itTrom 
the grotto ; and he ^ent dfrect to old Kemnafs 
apartment. The old tutor was dressed in the 
court costume of the times, a strange mixture of 
Italian and Spaniidi taste and cxtravaganei# with 
German homeliness and solidity. He w^as in the 
act of giving a finishing polish to the hilt i>r tlu* 
long and heavy suvord that was destined to hang 
by his side, and as his back was turned tii w ards 

the door, he did not see the prince enter. J.ike 

• • 

most old •people, he was fond of hearing himself 

• • ^ ^ 

talk ; and when he had no one to listen to him, 

he usually talked to himself. Frederick was ii^ 
so happy a frame of mind, fronf^rejoicing over 
the welfare of those he cared rnoift about, that 
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the fastidious nicety of Kemnat’s operations were 
vastly amusing to him ; and he involuntarily 
placed his finger on his lip, and leaned against 
the wall, to gaze upon the silver hairs of his ve- 
nerable favourite, and listi^n to his soliloquy. 

Never tell me,” muttered the old man, 

those Luzelsteins are a proud race, and no 
good will come of their being here. I’ll warrant 
me, Count Wilhelm does not forget my darling’s 
thrust, at the tilt-yard yonder ; and what’s more, 
he does,;not mean to let it go unrevegged. ..And 
then, they have not enrolled themselves in the 
list of under-ground demons for nothing I’ll 
warrant it ! No, no, the Secret Tribunal tells no 
tales. Well, well, that will do now: this old 
sword of mine has seen its best days, but I would 
not part with it for all that ; did it not kill the 
monster that turned upon my young prince ?” 

Ay, that it did !” said Frederick, coming 
forward, and clapping old Kemnat on the shoulder 
afiectionately, that it did, my good Kemnat ; 
and I shall be glad if I can ever do you as great 
♦a service.” 

Kemnat, who loved his former pupil as a son, 
was full of duties and observances, gnd more 
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precise in his ceremonies towards the princes 
than any court calendar. He withdrew, with 
many bowg, several paces in a direct line facing 
the good-nat^led Frederick ; who, laughing 
heartily at the ludicrots effect of his sudden ap- 
pearance upon the old tutor, followed Ijim close 
up, stretching out his hand, and saying — “ Come, 
come, Kemnat, no more ceremony, for the love 
of the palatinate lion itself! You must sit down 
in that chair and have some conversation ^ith 
me, fCr I hkve something to s5y to you Before I 
enter the ball-room, tliat is blazing there with so 
many lights.’’ 

Your highness, I am ready to hear ^our 
• • 
pleasure,” replied Kemnat, full of those half-in- 
dulged, half-restrained smiles so becoming to old 
age ; and his grey eyes twinkled with real plea- 
sure, on perceiving that his darling, as he al- 
ways called him, to himself, had regained his 
cheerful manper# 

Well then, sit down,” said Frederick, throw- 
ing himself into the opposite chair. Kemnat 
obeyed mechanically ; but toefe catp*to withdraw 
his chair far from 4he familiarity of parallel lines 
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with that of hk guest, and sat bolt upright, in 
all the rigidity of courtly respect. 

You are growing old, Kemnat.’’ 

Yes, may it please your highness.” 

“ Why, as to that, I cannot say that it does 
exactly, though the older you grow the better 
you arc, like the wine of a good vintage.” 
Kemnat made one of those incurvations, and 
uttered one of those slight ejaculations, that 
speak pleasure better than words. But, as I 
was saying, you are growing old, an^l you'^'must, 
I think, be anxious to see’ your only child mar- 
ried and happy, before you can think of leav- 
ing her.” 

Ah ! very true, prince,” said the father, 
touched at the mention of his dear Eugenia, 
“ that is indeed my anxious hope ; and I am 
sure if your highness will condescend to point 
out to me the man who will make my child a 
good husband, I shall die cortented when my 
time comes.” 

Then, Kemnat, though I claim no influence 
in a matter in which your daughter’s feelings 
must be left to themselves, still I must say that 
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I know the man who loves her •dearly, and who 
will not, I think, deceive me in iny high-raised 
expectations of him. After the exhibition of the 
new j)iece of ^stulpture, tliat was seen by #11 in 
the castle this afternoon ; I neeif scarcely tell 
you that I mean llafiaello."" 

“ llaflacllo exclaimed the old man, in asio- 

• * 

nishment, ‘‘why it never struck me. To be 
sure, it is very likely that the young man is at- 
tached to Eugenia, for they are almost always 
togeMier; f'ut then I never tlwught of that, be- 
cause it was so natural to see tliosu who have 
been brought up together fond of each otlier's 
society.’’ 

Yes, we scem*all to have been marvellously 
blind to the probable influence of Eugenia's 
beauty and amiable character. It would seem as 
if* we all intendtd to place her among the tu- 
telary saints of the chapel, and worshi]) her as 
something Jtoo, good to belong to this world. 
However* the urcl^in god^is not so careless of 
good matcriali ; and he has wounded the lu art 
of poor Raflaello past redenjption.*’ 

This tribute lo the goodness rf)f his beloved 
child wa^too much for the proud father ; anc^he 
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tried in vain to dash away the tears that started 
from the fountain of paternal pride. Psha, 
psha, my prince must forgive this weakness, in 
an old nian who has long leaned ^or support and 
consolation on the dear prt>p of age, an affection- 
ate and dutiful child.’’ 

“ Forgive it, Kcmnat ! I honour it. But 
now that I have had this opportunity of doing 
justice to my friend Raffaello, let us drop the 
subject, and leave the young people to them- 
selves. 'Come Kemnat, come withime^to the 
ball-room ^ you are dressed for a squire of dames 
to-night, and I shall expect to see you flirting 
with ssome of the professor’s ladies from the world 
beneath.” The old man chuckled, modestly de- 
nied the imputation, and followed the prince to 
the magnificent saloon. 

When Prince Frederick entered the ball- 
room, his eyes were riveted on its principal 
living ornament, Leonora. She was standing 
by the mantel-piece, engaged in • animated con- 
versation with the Bishop of Mmtx; and appa- 
rently discussing the piece of sculpture above ; 
the design of* which was evidently intended as a 
feeling tribute of respect to the patnarch who 



RUPaECHT’s BUILDIKO. 


301 


was now^ no more. I shall ventyrc to describe it 
on this account ; and I hope the delicate squeam- 
ishness of modern taste will not condemn it, as 
the production of a young and Germ£y[iized 
Italian, who did not remember evet to have seen 
the country of his birth, the classic land* or his 
inspiration. 

A death" s head, surmounted by an hour-glassi 
formed the base of the piece. On either side of 
tliis emblem of mortality were poppy plants ; two 
of which cf\me out from between the teqith, as if 
ifo signify the etewial sleep of all-devouring 
death ; for these two delicate tendrils mounted 
towards the hour-glass above, and there tvjp ser- 
pents curled rouftd them and cropped •their 
flowers ; thus completing the allegory. But 
above all this, w as the winged angel of the re- 
surrection, the esnqueror of death. 

In the dawn of the fifteenth century, and in 
an ancient castle of Germany, the association of 
ideas which such a design j)roduced was pleasing 

and in keepi\|g with the spirit and taste of the 

• 

age. Too great a refinemept of execution would 
have been less ij^riking, that is, I^ss intelligible ; 
therefor^ Ilaffaello"s youthful geniu% was the ad- 
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miration of all present : and Leonora, as a mat- 
ter of course, gave her approbation with the rest 
of gazers ; envying, however, each separate tribute 
of particular praise that was addressed to the per- 
sonal loveliness of the angj statue. Neither Kaf- 
faelio nor Eugenia were in the room, liaflaello 
was an artist and a lover ; and he nervously for- 
ii)ore to witness the criticism of his work or his 
mistress : few, however, knew that the angel was 
on earth. 

Frederick now ii^alked towards the/bishop, and 
requested to be formally presented to his fair an- 
tagonist ill argument, and be allowed to espouse 
her sjde of the question, be it what it might. ^ 

This easy flow of gallantry 'was somewhat new 
in the grave prince ; but wc must trace it back 
to old Kemnafs apartment, and rejoice in tlic 
relief it aflbrded to the individual himself. Leo- 
nora was enchanted by the ardent gaze of her 
intended victim, and allowed o^ie of Nature’s 
most felicitous expressions to light up her fea- 
tures. Wc may be sure that neither study nor 
cipparel was spared on so important an occasion ; 
and if we couid only look- at gome of Titian’s 
costumes ot the fifteenth century, sye might 
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fancy some slight approach to ^oiie or other of 

• " 

them in the tasteful dress of Leoifora. 

I shall venture to describe it, witliout being as 
minute as it des<:jrvcs. The exterior robe of‘ 
rich purple velvet, ed§cd with a Iwcade of gold 
and rosettes of pearl ; beneath it was ji white 
(juilted satin ])ctticoat, with the same brocade 
pattcDi, the pearl rosettes being exchanged for 
large purple flowers belonging to the unearthly 
gardens of imagination ; long loose sleeves left 
the fnoukh;d arm all possible /reedoin, (^nd enor- 
mous bracelets of* many-cofoured stones, weighed 
on the taper wrists ; the rich brown hair %as 
nlaited in numerous bands, and stritigs o^ pearl 
bound it round tllb beauteous head. The Found- 
ed form and vv'arm complexion of the fair bride's- 
maid were seen to the greatest possible advant- 
age in this costiUnc, of which incontestable verity 
no one was more thoroughly convinced than 
herself. An^ let us allow full scope to Fre- 
derick's* rapturous contcmj)lation ; for how could 
he guess that^so perfect a temple had been sullied 
by an impure thought? Yes !• let ’beauty <^•- 
slave the eyes^ but immaculate goodness alone 
can fix, the heart. The triumplf-of fair looks. 
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without the enduring stamp of innate worth, is 
the ignis fatuus that leads us on through the 
night of early passion, but fades before the day- 
light of conviction . W e must not therefore blame 
the ingenuous’ Frederick for falling desperately in 
love with the object before him. He had scarcely 
a thought or a look to bestow on ^ny one else. 
His sister-in-law elect, with all the quick-sighted- 
ness of woman, saw how much he was struck 
with the new beauty of the court, and began to 
rally him playfull5J. on his various ing/itenticns to 
the rest of the party. She invited him to dance 
witn her, and then made him over to Leonora, 
enjoying the expedient which had made it im- 
possible for Frederick longer to refuse. The 
prince smiled at the trick, and sacrificed his 
consistency to the witcheries of a splendid ball- 
room, and the contagion of beauty's smiles and 
music's sounds. 

When the dance was in full career, Ralfaello 
ventured to steal into the room, certain of being 
unnoticed, and anxious to watch the graceful 
movements of*her, whom he thought of seeing 
there, the partner of some one for the time more 
fortunate than himself. But the conc^^ntrating 
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power of a lover's eye will turn lyith instant dis- 
appointment from the most thfoifged crowd of 
loveliness, seeing with a single glance that the 
only one it wisho,d to find is absent. 

llaftacllo thus imnfcdiately dii^overed that 
Eugenia was not in the Rittersaal ; and* he 
quickly moved towards old Kemnat to inquire 
the reason of so ungual an absence. ‘‘ To say 
the truth," replied old Kemnat, it is the very 
thing I cannot account for myself ; and I have 
been ogling ^ one of her highness's pages^for the 
hist hour, to make him come over to jne that I 
might ask him ; but the careless young caperer 
is pleased to disobey me." 

Need we say that a lover's fears are as prompt 
as his glance is rapid, and that they do a world 
of imaginary mischiefs in their lightning course ? 

Raffaello suffer0d all the tortures of suspense, 
and was on the point of gliding from the room, 
when Margaret pf Savoy espied him, and beckon- 
ed him tb her. ^larmed^at being discovered, 
the young Italian hesitatingly approached the 

august group. “ This is oyr artist," said Mar- 

• • 

garet to the bishqp, “ and I am anxious to know 
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if he can account for the prolonged absence of 
the fair lady his inspiration.” 

Raffacllo was surprised and confounded at this 
palpable inference ; and for the first moment 
since the completion of this fiivouritc work, he 
feared he might have offended the lovely being 
whom he had thought to honour. « A vivid flush 
told the quick passage of this harrowing thought 
across the chamber ofthe mind. He said, in an 
under tone, I fear, your highness, that my 
too presumptuou,s likeness keeps the mewe an- 
gelic image from the rooma” 

Very probable,” exclaimed the princess, 
gooc|-natut*cdly amused at the lover’s high-flown 
style. Hugo,” said she t6 the careless little 
page who would not pay any attention to the 
nods, winks, and contortions of old Kemnat, “ go 
to the Gloriette chamber, inqi:ire for the young 
lady Eugenia, and say that I desire her imme- 
diate presence.” 

Can my reader consent to tlie violent charm 
of contrast ? Exchange the glar^ of hundreds of 
•vwax-tapers, for the moon-light ray that stole 
through the bpautiful window of the old Gloriette, 
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and give up the glowing Lcon«>ra for the pale 
beautiful girl that was leaning on fier hand, over 
the marble table, which she could remember as 
far back as when she w\as not able to rea^lii its 
margin ? 

It is after all a great relief to follow the con- 
ceiled little l»ige, however sorry we may be that 
his message should disturb Eugenia's reverie. 

Oh, how dreadful exclaimed Eugenia 
wlien the page had closed the door ; “ how 
dreacifuj to V?c gazed at by eveiiy oiie, and called, 
in mockery, ‘ the angel!' Kaffaello, .Raffaello, 
what made you think of giving me so painfiit a 
distinction 

It must be ownccl that Eugenia's presen f trial 
was formidable to a pure-minded and modest 
girl ; but let us admit, nor do dishonour to even 
her modest mind? that after a few moments' re- 
flection, the natural dignity of an elevated spirit 
controlled the ^veaker fears of her nature, and 
that she walked tc^wards tjic spacious door-way 
with a composod yet unassuming step. We may 
imagine the calmed sercnity*of hci^ features ; th? 
delicacy of her complexion, unbwkathcd upon by 
the heated air of the ball-room ; her *imple dr^ss, 
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too, white as the coronet of roses which lay as 
gracefully orf her head as if nature’s hand had 
dropped it there ; and to please the fancy of 
M^^-garet, many of the long natural ringlets were 
suffered to fkll down up(/n her beautiful should- 
ers ; in short, she looked very much like a bright 
visitant from the world above. 

She gently opened the half of the massive 
door ; and Kemnat, who had coaxed himself 
round to that part of the room as soon as he saw 
Hugo^sent on hi& mission, stood «eady ib con- 
duct his daughter to the foot of the temporary 
t'nrone that had been erected for the princess. 
Eugenia might scarcely have contrived to re*\ch 
it alone, but the glad face of her father re- 
stored her confidence, and she approached her 
august mistress like one of those fairy clouds 
that seem to wait upon the mbon. 

Margaret received her in her usual gracious 
manner, and pointed to a small stool that was 
near the recess occupied by the* throne. Euge- 
nia was glad to find herself seated in so quiet a 
mook, and b(%an to survey the scene before her 
with evident pleasure. The dancing now ceased ; 
apd Prince Frederick led Leonora to her seat. 
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by the side of the princess, on a lower platform 
of the dais. Leonora involuntarily^startcd when 
she saw Kcmnat’s daughter so near her; and 
F'rederick r<?cognizing the playful associate of his 
•childhood, lookfng more ethereal than I have* de- 
scribed her, suddenly thought that he eoiild ijot 
pay a more welcome or appropriate confpliment 
to his young protege llaffaello, or gratify the 
feelings of his old tutor so ^effectually, as by con- 
tinuing his sudden dancing propensity in favour 
of Eugenia. He therefore, to tlic indignatioif of 
:aora and^her biwthcrs, absolutely vouchsafed 
to solicit the young lady’s hand as his partner 
the dance. Nothing can be more distressing 
than a mark of attention to which we thinlv we 
are not entitled ; arj^d the trembling girl loolced 
hesitation and amazement at the ])rincc and 
Margaret. But Margaret, very much pleased 
at what she thought a well-timed compliment to 
herself, in the selection of her favourite for the 
highest hon(tur ^)f the festival, immediately said 
.aloud, Right, -ri^t, prince; we will allow you 
to break your resolution^a second time ; I want 
to see Eugenia dance to-^iigRt.” 

We know that* there was another ijerson in the 
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room who had long wished for the same grati- 
h cation ; and ^when lie saw the sweet flower of 
liis fancy led forth by his gracious prince, his 
heart beat all its pulsations twice o/er, and he 
felt iliat he had never been so ha}>py before. 

Oh ! love, tiiou exquisite mischief — what dis- 
guised poisons dost thou mix with the cup of 
life ! \Vhat steals the maiden blushes from Eu- 
genia‘'s cheeks, and leaves them like transparent 
alabaster ? And then again the eloquent blood 
comes back, in buoyant and agitated movement, 
to tell the talc of e*‘ery new and tiirilling c. 

4 

tion concealed within her heart. I:er cold and 

tremulous hand rested in the friendly pressure 

of the prlnceks ; and Eugenia, seeming to hcr- 
</ 

self to dream, sw^am through the graceful dance 
with all the touching elegance and facility of 
motion, which one truly exquisite feeling wall in- 
fallibly give to every look and minor impulse. 

She seemed born for tliat one hour ; then 
only to have lived, and to have wished for death 
when its last moment flew^' away. And poc'- 
RaftaclloJ Was he destined to awaken this un- 

n * 

bidden allcgiarcc of tlm heart’s most sacred feel- 
ings ? Had Eugenia ever heard him declare the 
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passion that he cherislied more than life ? He 

! 

nevet* told her that he loved her ; ^nd she never 
thought of him in any other light tlian in that 
.)f an affectJhnate brother. 

lint she lo’s^'d ! — fondly, timidly, intensely, 
and — iiO])elcssly ! The blameless bounding^ of 
licr v>*gin heart were known howcver'^only to 
herself, and she hushed them into silcirt ador-* 
atioi]. It was hap}>iiicss enough to the disin- 
terested Eugenia, to see the noble object of all 

these feelings the pride and glory of the i)illa- 

* .% •. * 

tyjMc ; \o listen U the wahn incense of praise 

which the people sent up from their gratcfiil 
hearts ; and hear or conjecture the benevolent 
sentiments of the yyuthfid sovereign. 

We will not disturb her self-devotion, but we 
must feel for Ilaflaello, when the following morn- 
ing brought to his inexperienced heart the cruel 
certainty, that Eugenia did not love him. 

But we may not pause upon his sorrows, tl]e> 
may be jnftctious; and at any rate we must 
4iaslen on to their terminStion. I shall lcav( 
the glittering *toiirnamftit undescrikd; and^ 
merely say that haughtjP words passed between 
Count Wilhelm’ and Prince h'retlt^jick, which 
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must have ended in an immediate combat, had 
not his brother’s marriage, on the very same 
morning, restrained the prince’s burning indig- 
nation. Louis had revealed his ardeht wish that 
Frederick should help him to support the weight 
of the administration, and he had consented to 
do so. *^rhe brothers therefore might be' called 
joint-electors ; and no one will doubt the fact of 
one of them being merely nominal. It was 
Frederick who reigned, and Louis who gladly 
wiHidrew from affairs so uncongenial with his 
disposition. Many ftnportant improvements 
b^gun in the castle, and the foundation of the grand 
eastern tower laid; that beautiful and stupendous 
ruii^, which says a thousand inarticulate things 
to us as we gaze upon it in mournful admiration. 

And now let us suppose many months to 
have been shrouded in the past. Let us see 
the happy Louis wrapt up in the new. charms 
of married life, anticipating the proud joys of 
a parent, and delighted with the success of his 
brother in all his Negotiations and improve- 
ments. ‘Let us turn ‘'from a t'lle of guilt that 
was whispered about ihe court, respecting the 
sudden illness and very necessary absence of 
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Leonora of Liizdstein, and see Jier return to the 
cas!le, hoping to conceal the pciffemptory cause 
of both from all mortal observation. 

But there was no secret that Kemnat could 
not work out of its place, and the* unerring aim 
of hatred fixed a just stain upon the.character 
of Leonora. ,It was not however judged neces- 
sary to make it public ; and Frederfck, the 
former captive of her beauty, and the avowed 
suitor for her hand, contented himself with re- 
nouncing all claim to so high j honour— for pri- 
.'. ate reasons. 

We are not to suppose that he could do tftis 
with impunity. The brothers of Lc^nora^were 
now her sole protectors, for the old counI was 
dead. Still, as Frederick had duly given in his 
resignation to the hands of the lady herself, and 
scandal was alrca^,y stalking on, the affair was 
too delicate to render a public challenge expe- 
dieiit. Moreover the jtwo young counts liad 

made prcj*arations for throwing off* the authorit\ 

• • • 

v»f the electors altogether. It would have been 
folly, therefore,# to have precipitated ' matters. 
Private assassination seemed to n^^ds like theirs 
not only the safest but the best medium of re- 

r 
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venge; and the enraged and degraded Leonora 
heard the projTosition without one pang of re^et. 

One lovely moonlight evening, when the first 
fall of snow had covered the earth with dazzling 
white, Frederick and Rafaello were watched by 
a hooded villain, as they walked together along 
the mountain road that leads to the Wolf’s Brun^ 
The prihce was talking of various plans for the 
fortification of the castle, and trying at intervals 
to sound the depths of his friend’s melancholy. 
A &vourite mastiff’ was the companion of their 
walk, and it was fortunate for ‘the prince that’the 
fafthful animal was more alive to treachery than 
himself or ieven his companion. 

Ac low growl from the dog made Raffaello sud- 
denly turn round ; and the next instant he sprang 
forward to receive in his arm the bullet intended 
for his prince’s heart. The dog had also made 
a movement as instantaneous, by leaping, with a 
savage yell, upon the breast of the assassin, and 
thus slightly changing his aim and bringing him 
to the ground as soon as the short gun was dis- 
charged.* There was no time for wonderment. 
Raflaello fell into the*^ prince’s arms, apparently 
lifeless, th^ instant he turned round ; and the 
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murderer‘*s choking curses and the fierce triumph 
of the dog that held him down, explained the 
whole transaction in a moment. Fortunately 
Frederick had his hunting horn at his breast ; 
and trusting to the •immense strength of the 
mastiff, he still held with one arm the bleeding 
body of his^fricndf and blew a loud shrill blast 
that echoed in a thousand mountain voices. 
Fortunately there were some straggling soldiers 
near. Hearing the shot, and then the horn, jhey 
rushed to tljc spot, in the ^xpcctation of finding 
some one of the bristly savages of. the wood 
struggling with the huntsman. 

^ As soon as Frederick heard footsteps, he called 
aloud, to hasten flie approach of the sordiers, 
whose shouts he recognized. The foremost of 
them was a young lieutenant to whom he was 
much attached. Here is treachery exclaimed 
the prince, “ my friend Raffaello is I fear mor- 
tally w ounded ;^do you* support him, Otho, and 
let me se^ whom we have ly)re.'” 

God forbid screamed Otho, in utter dis- 
obedience ; and darting on jhe prostrate villain, 
he instantly dispatched him. At the same mo- 
ment, the ^faithful dogdropt dead on the groiuvl * 

p 2 
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the assassin, whese throat he had seized, had 
buried his poniard in the side of the poor ani- 
mal, who still held him in the grasp of death to 
the lart moment of his own existence. 

It is Huberto, the sqi^>re of Count Wilhelm 
\ on Luzclstein,*” cried Otho, looking into the 
dead man''s face. 

I thought as much,’’ replied the prince, 
making immediate arrangements for the convey- 
ance of Raffaello to the castle, and giving an or- 
der to one of the 'soldiers to summon the most 
celebrated surgeon of ' the tewn to the assistance 
of fiis friend. 

A few heavy sighs and a slight shudderino- 
assured Frederick that his IFaffaello still lived ; 
hut the distance to the castle appeared inter- 
minable, until they fairly laid down the precious 
burthen in the apartment of oM Kemnat. We 
must not dwell on the mingled consternation, 
rage, and sorrow, of its ancient and respectable 
inhabitant, nor say how often he quhted his 
own foresight of the base designs of the Lu- 
^relsteins. 

The grief and affectionate attentions of Eu- 
genia were an admirable contrast to the useless 



RUrilECHT's BU1LDI\’G. 


317 


garrulity of the old man. ^Vhen Raffaello‘’s 
corpsc-like countenance first metf her glance, she 
felt that she could have loved him for his brave 
devotion to th/^ prince ; nay she half repij>ache(l 
herself for refusing U unite her dfestiny with one 
who was capable of such generous frifjndship to- 
wards the real idol of her heart. But alas ! how' 
quickly did this generous feeling vanish before 
the contemplation of Frederick himself, who was 
watching the operations of the surgeon with an 
interest so^ intent. ‘‘ He Igves the friends of 
his early youth V’ # whispered Eugenia to her- 
self. 

Happily llaftaello’s wound was ndt dangerous, 
and time and quilt only were wanting to restore 
him again to health. He was carefully removed 
to his own apartment, which joined that of his 
prince ; and Frederick gave up his few hours of' 
leisure to the sick bed of his friend. 

The obvious treachery of the counts of Lu- 
zelstein,* and the failure of their nefarious pur- 
pose, brougl^ on the explosion which they 
thought was free them from their allegiance 
and dependence. But they little knew the ta- 
lent of the hero whom they dehed* and still less 
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could they judge pf the enthusiasm of the soldiers 
he led on to viccory. 

Frederick reviewed his troops in the large 
square^ of the town of Heidelberg, allotted to pa- 
rade : it is the very spot ^ow occupied by the 
museum apd other buildings. A procession of 
the Carmelite monks came slowly from their mo- 
nastery, the gloomy walls of which then occu- 
pied the whole of the Carl’s Platr. They came, 
headed by their crafty superior, to bless the en- 
terprise of the morrow. Father Paulus had, 
however, some very contrary design to this ; and 
afte’i the ceremony of the review was over, he 
endeavoured to sound the feelings of some of the 
officers towards the prince their commander. 
Careful and cunning as he was, something 
escaped from him of so doubtful and sinister a 
nature, as to alarm the loyal bosom of young 
Otho of Gemmingen and his brother Adolphus. 
They accordingly gave the hint to the wary 
Kemnat ; and the old guardian’s • apprehensions 
were so much roused, as to make him almost in- 
sist upon the constant personal attendance of the 
two young officer.^ in question upon the prince, 
even to their sleeping in the same room with 
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him. Frederick’s resolute mind /ejected all these 
precautions; but the entreaties ♦of Louis and 
Margaret made him yield. 

The morrow broke in delicate and roseate 
streaks upon* the ny^untain valleys. A white 
frost covered the trees, that seemed j;o tremble 
with their iqy foliage ; long crystals fiung from 
the rocks in a thousand fantastic shajJes, vary- 
ing the dark shades of their many coloured 
patches of moss and herbage; and the whole 
scene presented an aspect of winter Ipvefiness 
scarcely inferior fo ^the verdant richness of its 
summer dress. 

The gallant prince, attended by hh chivalrous 
suite, rode upon •a Moorish steed of excjuisitc 
shape and fine action ; but the noble bearing of 
the rider was alone observed or thought of by 
those he left behmd in the castle, as long as they 
might distinguish his suit of black armour and 
the dark plume waving on his helm. The bril- 

liant pageant moved away, gazed on by poor 

. • • 

RafFaello, who now regretted his wound and 

subsequent illness for the first time.’ But th^ 

• * • 

approaching confinement of th^ electress createcT 
a divided interest; and an infant prince was 
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born before the maiden victory of his uncle Fre- 
derick. 

The unfortunate infant, who brings the great- 
est of calamities with it as the l^rst anecdote of 
its existence, is an objec^i^of the most painful 
sympathy. One hardly knows whether most to 
regret its birth, or compassionate its motherless 
condition. It is placed in its father’s arms as 
the immediate cause of death to its other pa- 
rent. He cannot all at once love it ; he must 
from the earliest moment pity it; and then, 
Time’s soothing unction opeps'his heart, and* he 
may, in the end, doat upon the innocent and 
helpless beiug. 

It ivas at least thus with our wretched Louis. 
It has been already shewn how unequal he was 
to bear the weight of grief ; and so dreadful a 
shock as the death of the el^ctress was over- 
whelming. He was seized with a violent fever, 
and thus spared the conspiousness of all the sad 
ceremonies that were taking place. 

The most distressing form and idea of death 
ixjust be replete with minute andoharrowing de- 
tails ; and the mourner would do well to avoid 
all such aggravations. Death is mysterious ; 



RUPRECHT'’s RUILDING. 


321 


and its shadowy form is its best relief ; it is a 
sleep — a translation ; the belovea one is taken 
away frojp you ; she exists elsewhere ; slie is no 
more on earjli^ she is in heaven ; she live# there ! 
She is not dead ; yAi may talk to her, think of 
her, pray to her ; and feel that slip hears and 
answers ! But the* narrow prison of the coffin and 
the grave seems to limit, stifle, and destroy all 
that is ideal in death. 

PVederick heard of his brother’s afflicticyi and 

illifbss at the same moinent^, but he 'could not 

* • • 

fly to console him! He had already defeated 
his enemies, but he was determined to make the 
Jiaughty counts his prisoners ; and to humble 
every vassal who had joined in their rebellion. 
He wrote to Raffaello, begging him to be con- 
stantly with the elector. 

Louis had p4fesed through all the distressing 
stages of fever, and now sank into a state of 
weakness, Jbordering 6n inanition ; he had, as a 
maXter of course^ the bc^t medical advice that 
could be procured ; but^it was necessary that one 
watchful eye should alw^ys.be upon him, and t^ 
faithful Italian seldom closed his. 

Four jureeks after the death of the elect#ess, 

i'3 
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the physicians declared that life was at its lowest 
ebb, and that the succeeding night must deter- 
mine the fate of the sovereign. During the 
night he was to take the most pcwerful stimu- 
lants and opiates, alternatefiy ; but the greatest 
judgement ^and decision were necessary in the 
person .who should administer them. Not one 
pf the ])hysicians would undertake the heavy 
responsibility alone ; and it was evident that to- 
gether they would never come to the same con- 
clusion, at the same moment ; and a momt'nt, 
even, might be of consequence in such a case. 

Ilatfaello, the delegate as it were, of Prince Fre- 
* 

derick, and the constant attendant on the sick 
Louis, did not hesitate to incur this further trial 
of his strength ; he clearly understood the situ- 
ation of the patient ; and like all persons of 
strong minds, in similar situations, he had more 
confidence in himself than in any one else. 

The castle was silent as the sle^^ping infant in ^ 
its nurse’s arms ; but none but the selfish could 
sleep on such a night ; and with the exception 
the Lady Leonora and her attendants, every 
eye was waking ; ^it was the dreadful syncope of 
anxiety. 
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RafFaello was, of course, alone in the sick 
chamber : and let it not seem incredible, if I say, 
that he could not feel anxiety. The immense ex- 
ertion, the utnuist tension of nerve and tlj^ught, 
permitted no emotio# to ruffle his equanimity ; 
therefore, when he saw the light af life just 
trembling in its socket, he mechanically poured 
the stimulants down the patient’s throat ; and 
when the livid flame of fever began to flash uppn 
the cheek and scorch the lip, he calmly and in- 
staiftly gave the opiate. 

f ^ ' m 

In this manner Hhe young man .passed , the 
eventful night : it wcis five o’clock in the morn- 
yig ; the elector was peacefully sleeping ! Jie had 
done so for the last two hours. Oh ! luAiry of 
success ! Raflaello could not suppose it ; Ik 
felt the dangerous trial which he had sustained, 
when its excitement had passed away ; and he 
fainted in his chair by the bed-side. ^Rut the 
Kjxquisite sens^ of hearing retained some of its 
vibratioAs; and a^ heavy sigh from Louis, was 
the restorative for his attendant ; just at that 

moment a bri^it gleam of sunshine rushed infb 

• • 

the room through the door that some rash hand 
had ventured to open. It was poor*’old Kempat, 
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whose fears had bocome insupportable after listen- 
ing at the key-hole for upwards of an hour, 
without hearing even a breath. Eugenia too, 
had sfiolen from her watch beside the baby's 
cradle, and left the door bf the chamber ajar. 
In taking <jne precaution she omitted another, 
for when the little thing awoke, and uttered its 
piercing cry, it was impossible that the sound 
sjipuld not enter at the half open door of the sick 
room. 

Oh, hsppy found— the father's heart heart it ' 

• ***** 
Loiiis opeiietl his eyes; Ilartaello'H almost start- 
ed from his head ; Kemnat shut his close, as it 
he wocld not witness the mischief he had done ^ 
the agony of the moment was Vearful ! Itlugcnia 
grasped her father's arm, and stood trembling by 
his side. Again the infant sent its wailing ap- 
peal to the elector *, he was awoke — he heard it 
— a few moments and then — “ My child, my 
child I give it to me, give it to in(^e,'”^ exclaimed 
poor Louis. 

Holy Nature, this was thy remedy ! The 
b’abe was brought, and laid in its jafher’s arms ; 
he feebly pressed ^t to him, and burst into tears, 
evety one else wept, but tried to smother their 
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sobbings. “ Raffaello/’ at .length said the 
elector, faintly, place it by my^side, and let me 
sleep again."’ 

The elector rtccovcred rapidly ; and the trjpmph- 
ant j^eturn of his brother Frederick, surnamed, on 
this occasion, “ The Victorious,” landed not a 
little to acctlcrate ^he languid beatings of a care- 
^s^orn heart. 

The Counts Von Luzelstein were conipeJ|eti 
to do public homage at the castle, together with 
othl^r revolted vassals F^rederick, .too, had 
strengthened the etectoraf throne by pew and im- 
portant alliances and friendships. The fflture 
Charles the Fifth was on terms of* the greatest 
intimacy with our hero ; and time had ifluch in 
store for him. He might then safely defy ever 
thing but treachery ; that loathsome tiling 
which stalks abtoad unseen, and darkens with it? 
shadow a whole vista of glory. 

After the ^ubmissimi of the counts, they re- 
turned * to their cpstle, to plot against the life of 
their generous conqueror. ‘‘ Let us have no 
more to do wjth private as§assin^ion, Wilheliff,” 
said Heinrick, the younger^ to his brother. 

Hubefto, to wit,” gloomily replied the e^er ; 
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DO, — I will employ no more bungling cowards; 
I have a surer way for bringing down my game, 
I flatter myself.’" 

‘‘ T^e Secret Tribunal ?” 

Ay, to be shrc ; wc wxrerAunces in presuming 
to act inde^iendently of it ; and we have been 
severely punished for it, I think : but I am not 
Count Wilhelm Von luuzclstein if I suffer the 
di*^grace of yeso.rday to go unrevenged ; and 
here I pledge myself, in the name of tlic Holy 
Tribunal itself, notjto iilcep, nor eat,^ nor drink, 
until I have, devised my plan 'of ruin.” 

‘‘'Our sister will help us in that, I believe 
malicio^psly added Hcinrick. 

“ Don’t speak of her, Heinrick,” replied Wil- 
helm, with deep em])hasis. 

Early the next morning the tw^o brothers left 
the castle on horseback, and unattended. We 
shall not accompany them, though we are bound 
to tell the particulars of their mysterious journey. 

“ I accuse Frederick, Count Palatine, of de- 
testable heresy, and of a secret coiiy)act with the 
evjl spirit, to wliom he has sold *fais immortal 
soul, for the assurance of continued success and 
victory; and ‘to the truth of this I pledge my- 
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self, as a member of the Holy Tribunal, and 
hofd myself in readiness to avengefthe same upon 
the body of the delinquent, in such manner as 
shall be judged ht and expedient by the Resent 
assembly.'” So sayiijg. Count Wilhelm placed 
his iron gauntlet on the table that i^ood in the 
midst of glooniy cave where the Secret Tri- 
bunal held its sittings. A s soon as ht had re- 
tired to his seat, Count Heinrick came forward, 
and repeated the same ceremony. 

lihe decision of the tribupal was Qpnsisienc 

with its awful anci clever* system of entrapping 

• • 

its victims,* and we shall sec how nearly sucdess- 
ful it proved. 

The baptism o\* the young prince was* to be 
celebrated by a tournament ; and this^ was made 
known by proclamation, inviting all valiant 
knights to feats chivalry. 

The splendid residence of the electors was not 
likely to be eny^ty wh«n the friendly voice of in- 
vitation •was abroad. 

The feasting, hunting, and tilting went gaily 

forward ; many illustrious strangers were present, 

• • • . 

and some amongst them, iij the mysterious 
spirit of the times, claimed the pAvilege of in- 
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cognito. This was readily granted, and religi- 
ously observed; it even gave a flavour to the 
entertainment, and joy flowed on in an uncheck- 
ed channel. Louis was once mere himself; the 
variety of the' scene had raised his spirits, and 
the young heir to the palatinate had his full 
share of credit in restoring his father to health 
arid enjoyment. 

Two valiant knights were particularly dis- 
tinguished by the elector on this occasion. 
They displayed each day some new munifi- 
cence, and paid the most marked attention to 
Loliis. Many conjectures were started by the 
inquisitive household, as to who they might be, 
but their largesse silenced each servile tongue ; 
and the credulous retainers whispered that they 
were foreign princes at the least. Louis himself 
inclined to the same opinion, ai?id under its in- 
fluence exerted himself to add to the honourable 
reception and attendance ^f his disguised guests. 

The week was nearly over, but the last day of 
it was to be celebrated by the finost splendid 
t«»arnament that had yet taken plaCe. The palm 
of knighthood and chivalry was to be contested, 
and. the fortunate winner who should ^maintain 
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liimself against all the five opponents who were 
to •challenge him was to choostf the queen of 
beauty from the glowing galaxy before him. 

Each manly ^ bosom beat high, each wornanV 
heart swcllccf in anjiety and pride, when the 
auspicious morning stole into brightness and 
smiled on tl^J glittering scene. * 

The place d’arm^s was the arena ; numerous 
galleries were fitted up on the western and south- 
ern sides for the ladies ; and a superb pavilion 
w^asd;o contain the elector and his court.. 

jt'here was grSat bustle in the court-yard; 

• • 

horses and «armour were undergoing all kinds of 
examination and correction by the careful sguircs; 
but the six knights were all to depend upoy their 
ov/n caprices for armorial bearings and devices, 
and their various accoutrements were to be a 
profound secret tp all ; their very horses were to 
be ahosen promiscuously, as each challenger left 
the drawbridge. 

The castle bell struck ten. Immediately after 
a loud and cheerful flourish announced the ap- 
proach of the first kniglit. 

Now he who first entered the lists was to 6^ 

# 

considered the challenging knight and to try 
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his fortune with ^the other five separately ; if he 
fell, his conqueror must challenge the remaining 
four ; and so on, until but one remained. 

The successful champion of Icnighthood and 
beauty, was to receive a go^len-hilted sword from 
the hand of the elector, bearing on its point a 
coronet of silver roses for the brow of the fair 
queen whom he should select to do the honours 
of the ball-room for that evening. 

To add to the imposing effect of this con- 
cluding day, a fairy bridge had been thw)wn 
across the moat from the large Gothic windows 
of die Kaisersaal, the beautiful hall in Rodolf ’s 
ancient building. The ladies were to reach their 
galleries by this device ; ana as the herald’s 
trumpet gave the signal, the fair creatures step- 
ped delicately forth in all the pride of conscious 
loveliness. 

Eugenia’s modesty made her almost thejast 
in the train. Leonora d^ Luzelstein headed it. 
Louis now entered the pavilion with his imme- 
diate attendants. Kemnat was not excluded we 
U[\^y be sure ; he had lately take^i upon himself 
the office and dignity of historiographer, and the 
old man looked more important than usual. 
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The six heralds were now sgen making the 
circfiit of the tilt-yard at full gallop. They per- 
formed this evolution several times ; and at 
length, he who,, had been foremost all ^ong, 
leaped the barrier at ^e entrance^ and curbing 
the noble animal he rode, planted himself in the 
very centre of the j^ard, and bowed g^lantly to 
the elector. 

Your message, sir,"*' said Louis, returning 
the salutation. 

i am here in the name of^the knight of the 
whitVrosc wreath, Tto* defy to mortal combat, in 
the cause of chivalry and beauty, any ftve 
knights who shall accept the challenge.” 

A herald beneath the pavilion now blew his 
truagjet, on a signal given by the elector. He 
then spoke. — ‘‘ A gallant knight, bearing the 
device of the whjyte-rose wreath, hath defied to 
deadly combat any five knights who shall sepa- 
rately accept his chaljenge ; there are many 
brave nobles present, let their heralds appear.*^’ 
Upon this the other five heralds, all abreast, 
leaped over the barrier,* and blew the scornful 
note of acceptance. 
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“ Your titles gentlemen, said the elector s 
herald. 

“ I am the messenger of liim who carries the 
lioifs mane for his device.’’*’ 

“ And I of him who bears the golden sword. 

“ My tnaster defies death, and takes its em- 
blem.’’’ 

' ‘‘ And mine,” said the fourth,* ‘‘ is of the 
bleeding heart.” 

There was a pause ; the herald of the court 
looked ^t the fifth herald, expecting hion to 
speak, but he remaintid silent. 

And you, sir, whom may you represent 
My rfiaster wears the plain shield, and is 
the nameless knight.” 

The herald looked up towards Louis, sa if 
doubtful of his allowing this title. 

It will do, it will do,” puickly ejaculated 
Louis. “ My friends and guests are at liberty 
to assume or disavow whatever they please ; and 
the nameless knight may win a name^this very 
morning. Sound the trumpet, and let tlie 
«iinight of the *white-rose wreath appear. ’ 

As the last note rushed through the air, a 
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noble figure, well mounted, stoo^ at the entrance 
of tne tilt-yard ; the barrier was instantly with- 
drawn, and the champion walked his superb and 
restless charger io the appointed stand, teeing 
c!are to salute the elector as he tunted and back- 
ed into it. 

Numerous •armed^ knights now entered, and 
filed off‘to th*e eastern side of the yard, and drew 
up their horses abreast ; each was attended by 
Ids squire, and the whole vvas a goodly array 

'J'lfe herald of him of ^the^whitc-roscb wreath 
now blew a triuinplftint p^al, which jnade the 
castle rocks fing. 

^The knight of the death’s head gallopecj into 
the tilt-yard^and^iis herald answered the^ihal- 
Icf'j^r s deimuce. ‘‘ Forward !’* exclaimed Louis, 
animated by the approaching hostilities. 

I low many female bosoms were beating ! How 
much curiosity was excited ! Jkit the disguise of 
the two knights ^was complete ; their armour was 
new, and*no one could say who either was. 

Eugenia’s he^rt told her that her hero would 
be there ; the Mbing of her worship — for she di^ 
not venture to think she coulcj love him, she 
only knew that she could love no (ffeher. 3’hp 
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image of the princely Frederick was shrined 
within her inmost thoughts : it was her essence 
and her life, and nothing but a broken heart 
inigh^ tell her secret. It is true that melancholy 

j 

had touched each sweet t^ixpression of her face, 
but heaveply beauty still seemed to plead against 
its own despair. 

* Without knowing the intended distinction of 
the victor knight, Eugenia had innocently 
crowned herself with a wreath of roses. She had 

I 

remembered that Jier last mistress had chosen it 
for her, as the ornament best adapted to her un- 
sp6iled graces ; but it was a most ’unfortunate 
decoration bn the present occasion. 

The moment that the Lady L eonora (now 
Countess von Luzelstein) saw the jword id 
silver wreath lying on the velvet cushion in front 
of the elector’s pavilion, with| the words To 
the victor knight” embroidered upon it, she 
turned quickly round to ..the ladies of the court 
who were standing nearest to her, and e^eclaimed, 
There is one here who intends to bespeak the 
jiiiTcath for horsclf, I think ; and prolmbly the 
Fraulein Eugenia knows who her champion 
yonder is 



ttUrilECHT'‘S BfriLDING. 


335 


At this moment the electoy gave the final 
sighal, and the two knights rushed to the attack. 
He of the wreath performed the various pre- 
paratory manoeuvres with grace and steac^ness, 
and seemed rather tgp be amusing himself with 
the finesse of his art than hazarding his life and 
reputation. 

The death’s head knight shewed ^ome im- 
patience. His movements were sudden, though 
he displayed nearly equal skill. Still a certain 
restkssness and eagerness to ^take advajitage of 
any^ slight unguardedness, t)n the part of his op- 
ponent, looked vindictive. 

At length the horse of the first stiftnblecj, and 
the latter ^argeS furiously and wounded the 
o^h^^ in yime side. This was enough to rouse 
the spirit and prowess of the champion ; he sud- 
denly wheeled rijund, and came at once upon 
the flank of his adversary’s horse, who reared, 

and fell back upon lijs wounded rider. The 

• # 

shock was tremendous. Every one thought that 

• • 

the knight of the death’s head must be crushed 
to pieces, butt the spiril of eviL could not 
readily part with one of fts agents. 

The gallant champion, considerine this an uu- 
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fair chance in tjic knightly game, dismounted, 
and ran to help the prostrate chevalier from 'che 
ground ; but the fallen ruffian seized the offered 
hand /with a strong grasp, and. simultaneously 
attempted to thrust his dagger to the heart of 
his brave ponqueror. The knight of the wreath 
did not suspect treachery, but his a 5 itivity saved 
him from it ; he sprang back sevcrll paces, and 
snatching the light battle-axe 'that hung at his 
side, he darted forward and aimed a steady blow 
at the loathsome iniage on the assassin's casque. 
The spectators were* breathless. ‘ The stroke 
loo55ened the joints of the visor, and levelled tlie 
offender to the ground. 

i^nough, enough !" loucfly e^vlaimed the 
elector. Remove the vanquish6^\ knij^ 
and let the gallant chain])ion be more wortliily 
matched." 

Two attendant squires now approached the 
knight who had been stunned, but not injured. 
They lifted him from the ground, and they, 
and only they, saw/ through the loosened visor, 
tJ'O sallow* features of Count Wiihelm von Lu- 
zelstein. A tent was at hand, and surgical at- 
tendance; and the herald of the death's head 
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dismissed the squires, and clos^^d the hangings 
on.4us crest-fallen lord. Wc will leave them. 

The cheerful herald now approached his noble 
master, do?ng the double duty of squire ; he ex- 
amined the ^appingji of the horse, buckled on 
such parts as had been thrown int^ disorder, 
examined thg edge of the battle-axe, anSi replaced 
it in the kmighfs belt. A messenger 'soon en- 
tered the pavilion, to tell the elector that the 
vanquished knight was unhurt. 

‘‘^So much the better,’’ rephed he witji heat ; 
‘‘ if ’ would have been a pity that the bloody of 
such a caitiff should have stained the honour of 
a brave knight.” 

* The chajfpion^ bowed gracefully ; the C»ady 
observed to turn deadly pale, but 
a liuoif of ?mger soon replaced the livid hue. 
Eugenia’s bosora^ throbbed — Could it — oh ! 
could it be ? was it indeed he No one heard 
these aspirations of thejnaiden’s heart. 

The c^)urt herald gave the signal for renewed 

* • • 

combat ; the champion again entered the lists. 
But we must not minutSy detail Jhow lie of tbi 
lion s mane, the golden sword, and the bleeding 
heart, each and all were discomfited.®. This was 
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not done, howeyer, without much exertion and 
some risk ; and the blood was seen trickling 
through the various crevices of the brave knight's 
armour, while he withdrew for assistance and re- 
freshment to^ a tent closc^by. Ill the interval, 
however, ^Id Kemnat came within earshot of the 
electql^, and said in a low tone, “ Your high- 
ness's pardon ! But surely the chawipion knight 

can be no other than " 

Hush I" said the elector, “ wound not his 
fame by breathing the name he is pleased t© ho- 
nour in obscurity." 

'Xemnat bowed and retired ; but ^hc idea of 
the r^amel^ss knight gave him great uneasiness, 
he knew not why. 

The champion returned ; tin* lad^ hastjjn^ 
to the front of the galleries; the by-standing 
knights leaped on their horses^; the court herald 
and the champion's blew the note of defiance, 
and the herald of the nameless knight answered 
it. 'J'hc knight followed. lie was dressed in 
plain black armour, and without plumes, but his 
^egant figure and graceful bearing were only 
the more conspicuous. 

The concAat was begun : the champion rode 
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a new horse, and the last of bis opponents was 
a? well mounted as himself. The spirited ani- 
mals seemed identified with the skilful riders 
who directed Jtheir movements ; the whi^ foam 
dashed from their |»ouths, their* eyes were fire, 
and their necks a rampart. The elector was en- 


chanted with the gallant bearing of both knights, 
and seeme<f to forget the possibility of *danger\o 
either party in the contemplation of this mas- 
terly display of art in an exercise which he ap- 
preciated in theory, but of wljich he didjiot envy 
the practice’. 

It was beautiful ! it seemed as if the fery 
clash of sword or spear had a distinCt an^ regu- 
lated musift The ladies waved their scarfe and 
l;»,j«(^ylkem!(nefs. * Eugenia involuntarily clasped 
her cold hands together, and felt a dizziness 
creeping over hej brain ; Leonora looked on con- 
temptuously ; and old Kemnat opened his mouth 
wide, until the dry air •parched his tongue and 
throat. 

At length tl^e champion'’s spear wounded the 
nameless knight’s horse in the neolc ; the animal 
was thrown back upon its haunches, and its rider 
sprang to the ground before it fell. •• The noble 

Q 2 
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conqueror leaped from his, to meet the knight 
on equal terms. A murmur of approbation I'Un 
through the stately row of armed nobles, and the 
gallant combatants vied with each other in ac- 
tivity and skiK. 

At length a smothered groan from the deep 
chest of the champion told how ipuch he was 
suffering*' from various slight wounds and over 
exertion. This sound seemed to electrify the 
nameless knight : he sprang back several paces 
and gracefully dropt upon his knee, laying down 
his sword before him. The tham])ioh, astonished 
at Itliis sudden relinquishment of combat, drew 
back ,in his' turn, and looked towards the pavilion 
for afn explanation, pointing with ^is sword to 
the immoveable knight, who scemech a bciYb>d 
statue cased in steel. 

How is this ? what may this mean, sir 
knight.^” eagerly asked the elector. Upon this 
the nameless knight started on his feet, threw 
up his visor, and rushed into the arms of his late 
opponent. 

All was nov: confusion. The vioDics, squires, 
heralds, all came forward ; the elector himself, 
preceded bj^the page Hugo, carrying the velvet 
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cushion and its glittering orftaments, and fol- 
lowed by his impatient train, left the pavilion 
and entei^d the tilt-yard. But old Kemnat was 
there before^ Him. The prince, the prince ! 
I knew it, I knew*it !” shouted the overjoyed 
old man, with a hundred extravagSjjit gesticu- 
lations. 

Which, who, which is the prince ? What, 
prince ?” asked Louis and twenty others, in a 
breath. 

« “ lWi«^,priiic§ ! Where •then is the second ? 
Where is he who cofild do as Prince Fredorick 
has done to-day replied the stout-hearted 
•Kemnat. 

^ My ^iear, dear brother !” exclaimed the 
cluctn^ approaching the champion, whom the 
faithful and anxious herald, young Otho Von 
Gcmmingcn, wdfe already unharnessing. 

This, then, is yours,*” said Louis, taking 
the sword ^nd^ wreath Yrom the cushion. 

“ Will your Ifiighness permit me to do an act 
of justice with this ?*” ^sked Prince Frederick, 
receiving the sword fi^uto his^ lirothcr’s hand, 
and taking the silver wreath fnom its point. 

Permit thee, Frederick !” renlied the eleator, 
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embracing his brother, who bowing his thanks, 
and approaching him who had entered into the 
lists on a day when they were open /o every 
gentleK.an as well as noble, and'wfio had mo- 
destly forbore to wear those appendages of knight- 
hood which, Vere customary on such occasions, 
the prince said in a firm ton?e, Itneel, Raf- 
faello 

• The young man obeyed ; and Frederick, 
striking him on the shoulder, exclaimed, Rise* 

tj 

rise, sir kAight, and from this day Ba^on of .Dijr- 
kenh'^im * 

t . " 

Raffaello folded his arms aci»oss his breast and 
rrose. And now, no longer 7{amchss^ accept 
the sword which you might have woi\had not* 
your diffidence restrained you.’’ 

“ Noble, noble Frederick !” exclaimed the de- 
lighted brother ; ‘‘ let us follow tfie ladies to the 
'Xaisersaal, they are escaping from us.” 

The Lady I-»eonora had*'in truth, led the way 

* % 

to the fairy bridge, and all the treKiiilous ladies fol- 
lowed her, enchanted witl^ the den6uement they 
hacf just witness*ed, and , marvelling much who 
would — each thought she knew full well who 
otigh* — ^be chosen as the queen of the night. 
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Yet there was one who had iio courage to fol- 
low the giddy group, one who never dreamt oi 
her own supremacy ; and she was left alone, and 
sank down upon a couch in fear and weaki^ss. 

The elector and Pipfiice Frederick led the way, 
and the *whole court followed thci» over the 
bridge into the Kauiersaal. 

After congratulations, flatteries, simperings, 
and sighs were profusely exchanged between the 
])rodigal courtiers, the elector turned to his Jbro- 
thcr* and almost screamed when he saw how pale 
he looked. The prince was indeed exhausted ; 
the pleasurable excitement of recognizing his^e- 
Ji^ved Raffaello ip the valiant stranger who had 
sa skilfully opposed him, had checked for ftwhile 
tiie faintness that was overpowering him when 
the groan escaped him which enabled his faith- 
ful follower to r^ake his fortunate discovery ii 
time. Frederick in short fainted, and was car- 
ried to his jpri^jate apsfirtment ; the ladies being 
spared ^or the tiin^j all peijurbation on their owr 
account. 

The suntpfuous ban^uej wa^ Served, but ihe 
exhausted prince did not atten^ it. The queer 
of beautx had not yet stepped fortfi in her love 
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liness; and there was much conjecture wasted 
on the occasion. 

We left Eugenia half fainting on tl)^ couch of 
the Qurtained gallery. In the ’'bustle and ex- 
citement of the recent sceii&s, Prince Frederick s 
illness, and the banquet, she had not been 
missed. Kemnat and llafl^ello Were in the 

i • . f 

apartment of tlieir adored hero; and when at 
length they left it with him to breathe the re- 
freshment of the open air, they concluded that 
she was occupied with her toilette, or witji sj^me 
minjor arrangements for the grand ball of the 
evehing. Poor Eugenia ! she was forgotten, and 
she was lost ! 

Kelnnat, though unsuspicious of any sinister 
accident, was nevertheless uneasy ; he was fiiil 
of fancies, and an instinct of restless impatience 
led him to wander back to the feusy scene of the 
morning. As the surrounding part of the tilt- 
yard was thickly covered t^ith s^nd, lys footsteps 
were not very audible^ and as, he was deep in 
thought, he forbore his usual prooeeding of talk- 
inj^' to himself. 

Just as he enteyed beneath the scaffolding of 
the ^pavilion, *he thought he distinguishqd voices : 
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he paused and listened. Thgre were certainly 
softie persons whispering near him. Kemnat 
did not like whisperings, he thought them omi- 
nous of guilt ; and now he was silent in earnest, 
for his misgivings buought proof of a conspi- 
racy as firmly and readily as real evidence would 
have convinced less suspicious men. 

Presentljl the whispering ceased and four d- 
gures glided' frofti the curtained gallery. Kem- 
nat strained his eyes to distinguish them, but 
they were all within the deep^shade of i;he pro- 
jecting galfcry. **The moon, however, shone 
• • • • 
brightly btyond it ; and as the figures tuitied 

round the corner towards the castle, Keran|it saw 
the objects ift* his unceasing and it now appeared 
just suspicion, namely, the two stranger 
knights, the Lady Leonora, and the banished 
superior of the Carmelite monastery ! This was 
an awful conjunction of evil stars, there must be 

something in it. Thg Lady Leonora was not 

» • 

absent from her, toilette to study astronomy — 

• • • 

the two strange knights were her brothers — and 
the crafty old willain wa^hclping jthem to soi^e 

• . ^ ^ 9 ft « 

diabolical plot. Such were Kemuat's prompt 
conclusions. He waited until th* group had 

q3 
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had time to reachethe castle, and then he stole 
away, big with the important secret. He went 
immediately to Frederick’s apartment : the prince 

r 

was iy)t there; the page said hq.had gone with 
the Baron Von Durkenheii^ to the Kaisersaal. 
Kemnat hastened thither. He found the prince 
and Raffacllo gazing at an oil-paintieg, which he 
soon knew to be the portrait of hiL daughter. 
Above it was suspended the silver wreath. 

“ Here is Kemnat,” said the prince, coming 
to witness the instjj!,llatipn of my queen. I »:an 
find nothing more beautifj^i or more virtuous 
thah that,” pointing to the painting, ‘‘so my 
fair friends must excuse my partiality, if it be 
such. Raffaello thinks my selection unexcep- 
tionable, and I suppose you will agree wkfy 
him.” 

The glad father poured forjh his thanks in 

'•all the fulness of affection and gratitude; but 

when their first ebullition was over, he added 

somewhat mournfully, “ Do you know, prince, I 

cannot tell where my daughter is ^all this time ; 

I ^iave not seer, her since the glorious tourna- 
/ 

ment.” 

“ Never ftar, Kemnat,” answered Frederick, 
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‘‘ she cannot fail to know her rijerit, and she is 
shrinking from my acknowledgement of it.’’ 

This was not very probable. However the 
proud fatfier tjiought it so ; and he now pro- 
ceeded to tefl the sfcory of the ^gallery. The 
prince and the young baron were stjuck by the 
curious circumstance, and promised*! 3 be on 
their guardi It was not, however, thcfUght rife- 
cessary to interrflpt the pleasures of the evening 
by any abrupt disclosure ; and thus they sepa- 
rated for the completion of their toilette^. 

l^rince Ffederiflc* observed a look of peculiar 

malignancy on the countenance of Leonora, wicn 

0 

she entered the ^ball-room, and sa\^ her Jovely 
rival’s portrefft decorated with the envied weath. 
y thought it was womanly jealousy and scorn, 
but that withering look appalled Raffaello, and 
he felt that it had a victim. 

He left the balf-room, sick at heart, and went di- 
rectly to Kemnat’s apartments, certain of finding 

him equally ill ^t ease. He was not mistaken : 

• • 

there sat the ]jpor old man in his arm-chair, in 
tears. Kemnat started on hearing a footstep.^ 

“ Is that you, Eugenia?” he asked in hurried 


accents. 
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“ It is I, Kcipnat; you are anxious? (4ocl ! 
what is it that hangs over us both ? what tan 
have happened to Eugenia; my beloved, my 
own worshipped Eugenia ?” 

“ God only knows ! butcl am sure — my heart 
tells me — tj^at she is not in this castle;, nay I do 

not know 'whether she even exists^ that fiend 

* 

lieonorawon Luzel stein — ( 

“ Hush, liush, for Gudz's hol]^ salJe shrieked 
the lover, you will make me mad ; what can 
we 5o ? jhe prince^must be in danger. Eugenia 
too — I saw the deviPs triiimph of that hated 
woxian, as she gazed on the picture.* Eugenia, 
Eugenia ! ^herc is she, Keran^t ? Let us fly to 
seek ker ; but oh ! God I whisper \iot the pos- 
sibility that she has fallen a victim to Leonofa^’s 
jealousy and our neglect r 

Raffacllo rushed from the apartment. We 
scarcely dare to follow him ! He seized a torch, 
and ran through all t]j[e dismal vaults and 
passages of the castle. He saw nothing, he 
heard nothing, but half frantic terror urged 
hjfn on. 

Now there was a particular passage that com- 

t 

municated w!»kh the Carmelite monastery beneath ; 
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Desperation seemed to tell himjthat it had some- 
thing to do with the fate of Eugenia. He 
hurried on, until the low-arched door of entrance 
to another passage intercepted him. He raised a 
stone, that Vas near, and knotked furiously 
against ,the door. It suddenly opened from 
within, anc^ enclosed him ; but it was shut as 
instantly. 

Poor RalFaello ! he had indeed followed Eu- 
genia. 

iThe castle bell tolled the hour of yiidnight. 

The ball wils over*, and*without the castle all 

* • • • , 

was, or sfiemed to be at rest. The watchets in 

the towers occasionally told the luTiir, and said 
^at all wa/ well ; but no other sound, Ainless, 
^iMeed, the ominous night bird ventured to 
break the sacred spell of silence intruded on the 
listening ear. 

Kemnat, exhausted by his exertions, his terrors, 
and his anxieties, h§d sunk almost insensible. 

Prince^Frederick entirely overcome, slept heavily 

• • 

on his couch. His brother the elector, slumbered 
soundly in tlte old chamber of Count Rupr(jpht. 
The two Gemmingens sat waking and watchful 
by the side of Frederick. 
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At one o'clocl^ the conspirators had agreed to 
meet, for the consumin^ation of their base iind 
impious plot. The Countess von Imzelstein 
taking the lead in the conspirary and defying 
Heaven as sht? courted crime, appeared dis- 
guised as the A'irgin Mary herself, and entered 
the chamber of the sleeping Louis. , 

Louis, Louis, Louis, said she, ^'n sonorous 
tones. 

Poor Louis in his dream thought he heard 
tlie voice of his dec<;ased wife, and he tremblingly 
raised his head from the pilloV. 

“•Margaret, my own Margaret!'" exclaimed 
Jie, still imperfectly awake. 

“ Wake Louis, and look at me, ’ continued 
the sairtte deep-toned voice. 

The elector turned his eyes towards the centre 
of the room ; a lamp was burning on a pedestal 
%near the couch : as soon as he perceived the 
phantom, he exclaimed, 

“ Great God ! who or what art thou i 

«. • 

“ Fear nothing, my son ! The^ mother of the 
Satiour brings* a blessing for thee and thine, 

‘ * * t * 

and the assurance of thy souFs salvation." 

The eleetdi’ shuddered as he listened to this 
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answer ; he joined his hands together ; but what 
V as* his horror, when the impious blasphemer 
proceeded to denounce his beloved brother as a 
heretic, separate^ from the church, doomed to 
everlasting de?truction| and hourly occupied in 
conspirac^s against his life ? 

Notwithstj^nding the phosphoric glory that 
surrounded 4he head of the virgin, and the ap- 
palling convi^tiofl that she was indeed present to 
him, Louis’s affection for his> brother triumphed 
oveF every thing; and he proceeded to defend 

him*'against \he acciIsRtions he had iust heard. 

• • • • 
Incredulous an^ obstinate !” said the spirit, 

Do you then ^refuse to believe Iny words ? 
il^arn then,^ that descending just now wi4h my 
^jVine escort of holy angels, I found the Prince 
of Darkness with thy abhorred brother. My 
sudden appearance, and the sight of the celestial 
spirits, took frofc him the possibility of flight. 
There he is,^ chained by my command, and 
gnawing his fetters. Approach thou King of 
Hell, thou thirsty lion, thou dragon, drunk with 
the blood of isouls, thou who aiX nourished 
the poison of sin, eternafty damned — appear !” 

Immediately on this a horrible incise of chains 
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came from the anti-chamber, the door swung 
upon its hinges, as if a tempest had worked it/ 
and a dreadful roaring, like that of a lion, Jin- 
nounced the arrival of the monster. 

As soon as the CarmeliWi superior had entered 
under the ^ disguise of Satan, of whose worst 
imagined attributes he might be (considered an 
c.iaggeration, he precipitated himse^ff before the 
virgin, groaning and crawling ar{d she placed 
her foot upon the h^ad of the demon. 

At this fearful^ sight, the deluded elactor 
began to tremble in all his lihibs, b'ls hair stood 
an rad, he clasped his hands together, sprang 
from his ted, and fell prostrate on the floor. 
The .well-acted apparition now redoubled hf'r 
terrifying denunciations, and in depriving b‘m 
of the little reason that was left him, obtained 
his consent to the sacrifice of his brother. 

The unfortunate and ovcrvhelmcd elector, 

I 

sank into insensibility. The perfidious couple 
took advantage of the moment, to quit tlie 
chamber; and two tnights, armed cap-a-pie, 
replaced them pnmediafely. 

* Their armour was 'olack and brilliant with 
stars of fire^ and poignards were in their hands. 
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Aftfr recovering the elector from his swoon, they 
ileclared themselves ambassadors of the Holy 
Secret Tribunal, which had despatched them to 
the court of tie palatinate, with orders to lf!m to 
yield his brother to *them ; taking care, hi all 
this, to make their discourse agree with that of 
the virgin, and as *soon as the prince, was suf- 
ficiently recovered, they obliged ‘him to lead 
them towards Frederick. 


In his impatience, the monk had most*un- 
necessarily gone •bwre* them ; and listened 
anxiously af the doy of the prince's apartment. 
Emboldened by the. silence of the; place, he 
sgftly openecyit, ^ly the aid of false keys.* H? 
tlm looked round the room with uneasiness, but 
the sight of Frederick asleep tranquillized him, 
and his heart already began to bound with joy, 
on perceiving tlj^t success was as easy as it was 
certain. But this premature self-congratulation 
was somewhat* checkeS, on perceiving a slight 
movement in one* of the •corners of the room. 


It was that in ^hich yowg Otho sat.. But he 
• • # 
did not happen to be askep wlftn the devil w^ 


pleased to enter the chamber t and the Satanic 
pageant at first strangely surprised him. 4Ie 
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thought, however, that he observed a great 
degree of hesitation in the manner of entering; 
and that afterwards the demon seemed to acquire 
more' assurance. This looked mo’^e like a trick 

* u 

of this world than of the lower one ; and urged 
on either by reasoning or the impulse of natural 
courage, young Otho darted from his conceal- 
ment, with sword in hand. 

The father confessor, who immediately re- 
cogi.ized the young guardian of the prince, 
thought it expedient to miji«,all possible ire of 
his^disguise, in order to int.^idate Gtemmingen, 
while he at, the same time brandished a poniard. 

The instant that Otho saw tho^weapon, tbp; 
masquerade ceased to terrify him. He lea^^5d 
upon the assassin with the whole weight of his 
body ; the monk, inconvenienced by his infernal 
accoutrements, was thrown do\jn by the shock. 
He then had recourse to all such bcllowings. 
hissings, and contortions, as he conceived ap- 
propriate and becoming in a devil, but a blow 
from the s.word of Gemi^ingen cicft his head in 
twain. 

“ Die, villain exclaimed the intrepid Otho. 
At' this moment, the prince, and Albert von 
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C.Temmingen, waked from their jfl-ofound sleep, 
and springing forward, gave the alarm, with loud 
and simultaneous cries for help. 

At this vcry^ nioment* the elector advanced 
escorted by the two chevaliers. The two latter, 
healing the*tumult conceived that theyli^d been 
betrayed, and Ifled precipitately down the spiral 
staircase into ^he ^vestibule, and away, by the 
secret passage to the monastery. 

Louis remained alone, but frozen statue-liUe 
with hprror, h^ still at th^ open door* pale, 


disfigured, his lamp in ^is hand, and -akogethar 
tlie most fearful spect^ that had yet presented 
itg^f. 

Mederick and his friend^ were transfixed at 
this sad and still inexplicable sight, they could 
not speak, but they stared enquiringly at each 
other. 


During this pause, the physical strength of 
the elector, ixhmusted 6y so many trials, left 
him once more, ahd he fell«enseless at the feet 
of his brother. •All thoi^ht him dead; the 
castle was in instant confusiqp.^ Bwt the elector\^ 
dreadful situation was the thing to be first cared 
for. They Recovered him once more’; but the 
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shock seemed* to have done its worst. He was 

r 

in the most frightful agitation ; and it was Aot 
till the morning was far advanced, that they 
suajeeded in calming liim. then only re- 

membered tile horrible viigions of the night. Day- 
liglit ga,vc conviction to the terrific and credulous 
household; and all who could be spared from 
the sick chamber, were anxious^ to join in the 
ocarch for the Virgin Mary and the two am- 

f 

b^ssadors ! 

e 

The Countes^ von ^^^sjf'Jstein, had l(ift the 
tewn of* Heidelberg in close carriage before 
day-break, and the two stronger knights were no 
whdre to be seen. The dead bod/ of the woitld- 
be devil, explained the untoward person^ity, 
connected with the discarded father confessor ; 
and poor Louis shuddered and wept, as he saw 
how narrowly his beloved bpthcr had escaped 
becoming the victim of a detestable plot. He 
loved him, if possible, the more; but the shock 
on Louis’s health was fatal. ' His fever returned 
in full force. 

' ’ Kemnat had baeiv soon roused*, and was for- 
ward all night amongst the most zealous of the 

« 

searchers ; and when Prince Frederick heard 
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from the £jt)bbing old man, the mysterious dis- 
tippearance of Eugenia, and then again the 
prolonged absence of Raffacllo, v/ho had sworn 
to find her* or expire in the attempt, the whole 
^ vigour of his •manly ijaturc rcturyed, anf he 

rushed on to take the lead in the general search. 

• • • • 

One of thcjRrst proceedings was to jtrocure a 

legal document, to authorize the search, of th(^ 

Carmelite mo^ist^ry. Several remarkable keys 

were found concealed in dif%*ent parts of th^ 

conftj^sor’s attire; and each appeared of iln- 

portaitcc^, as •everj^'^c^ L^d a separate place 

assigned it ^ so that^urry or trepidation mi^t 

not create confusion. “ The i:lcvil,V quaintly 
^ 9 • 

remarks tin; Legend, had been very discreet 

and* consistent in every precautionary detail ; but 
he should not have peeped into rrince Fre- 
derick’s sleeping-room, where he was not wanted.” 

As the prince i^d his formidable cortege made 
their appearance at the door of the monastery, 
surrounck'd by tlie. indignant populace, and pre- 
sented the order to*the monlc who received them, 
to give up all keys, and^ith theni the posses- 
sion of the cliart and arc'hiftctural plans of the 
monastery, with all its secret* vaults and pas- 
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sages, the brother looked very much* perplexed ; 
he declared that the articles which the prince 
demanded were not in the power of any monk to 
procure for him, for that they werc*locked up in 
the^irivate sanctuary of /he suprtior. 

c 

‘‘ That is enough,’’ replied the prince, wc 
merely wished to know where to find them : of- 
ficers do your duty ; forward, Keipnat, with the 
keys !^’ 

To the astonishment of the monks, who had 
crowded to the vestibule, a band of soldiers en- 
tered the monastery„defirtrfJ^he mbek sanctity of 
itf unholy walls, filing oA in all directions, and 
one detachment stronger tnan the rest, follow- 
ing vld Kemnat directly to the apartments of the 
superior. Prince Frederick now beckoned to 
some servants who were carrying a sort of litter. 
‘‘ Bring in the body, and let it be placed in the 
chapel. The holy brothcrhotjl must learn why 

V 

we pronounce them from this hour removed from 
our dominions.” 

A shout of wild approbation burst from the 
multitude, to whom thf^ Carmelite brethren were 
extremely odious. ^TTie dead body of the supe- 
rior, in the«costume he had adopted as his last. 
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was now mncovered in the sight of the enraged 
peojjlc, and delivered over to*the scandalized 
brethren, who carried it into the monastery. 

“ Down#vith the old black walls ; — awa^with 
them,*’'’ shoutij^l the people. 

“Not so fast, good friends, said the 
prfnce, in* his most commanding tone*and man- 
ner. “We do mtt bear the sword in vain; 
justice will ^e 4pne on the offenders, but no 
violence."” 

At this moment old Kemnat re-appeaped, 
handling to h^s prbi^the important chart, 
mcrous othgr keys, am various pa|>ets! 

Thus provided, l^rederick rushed, once more 
forward. Tht- monk scowled on him as he* pas^ 

• m*" 

ed ; and Kemnat momentarily expected to see a 
dagger glide from beneath some cowl. So he 
moved on immediately behind the prince, and 
the Von Gemm^gens were on either side of 
him. 

Fredericl# sttidicd the chart, as he proceeded 
along the principal aisle ^f the building ; he 
knew enough of architectural intricacies to be a 
good guide On the presetit ioceSsion. He wiSrt 
over the whole of the monastery for mere form^^s 
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sake; for he never cxpcctcd to find the objects 
of his search ffbqve ground. As a precaution, r 
however, he left two soldiers in every apartment 
or corridor that he visited. And i^ow he pre- 
paroel to descend into the vaults' ay,d windings be- 
neath. 

He wag much astonished to find that one of 
the secret passages bencatln the Jettenbuhl, had 
a branch communication with tl/j monastery. 

explained, as with a beam of liglit, nume- 
roits mysterious proceedings of elder date, which 
could never be accoimte^vr. seeme^l filso 
th'' ready clue to the fate, of liUgc nia, and per- 
haps Raffaello ; young Hugo had declared that 
‘die Fraulcin Eugenia had been lef- in the galkry 
the preceding day ; and Kemnafs discovery of the 
evening's visitation to it, told the fate of the lovely 
girl too plainly. Still the fever of hope lighted up 
its false beacon in the mind qf the WTCtchcd fa- 
ther. Idle prince was not v;o sanguine; the 
sneer of one monk, who seemed m.ore strongly 
stamped with villainy than the rest, made him 
tremble for the sweet ^rl, and her rash lover ; 

8, ltd as he exaruine^ fvery darkened cell, he ex- 
pected to encounter some shocking confirniation 
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o^liis fears. Lead on to the right !” suddenly 
exclaimed the prince, to the torch bearers. They 
turned in upon a dark and narrow passage ; and 
after a few^paces jiaused. 

‘cannot proceed further* , your high- 
ness.” 

The prmce burned forward, an^^ercei^d a 
newly builtmrch across the passage, 
and hastily stopped with stones and rubbish. — 
dPorward there, with the axes !” 

Selnnat^groailed-^thcb prince placed his hand 

* • • • • 

upon his* breast, aftid leaned against the«damp 
wall. 

The obstruction was soon removed ; ^nd the 
party hastened on to the end of the passage, 
where they were met — by a strong door ! 

The keys !” Young Gemmingen took them 
from the handl of the trembling father, whose 
eyes wildly glared upon the door, the opening of 
which ,wa? to*wither his old heart. 

After many fruitless Attempts to fix upon the 
right key, tjie door al lengthy slowly receded ; 
every one efaught the paiiicf. — Shall we enter ?” 
asked the torch bearers. 

Fred^lpk, certain of meeting with the^worst 


,voL. HI. 


R 
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evidence of unfair treatment to one or other of 
his friends, seized the nearest torch himself, and 
stepped 5 hastily into the small chamber; the 
torch flickered, and he stood an iristant within 
the door, before he could discern any object. At 
length, however, his eyes rested on something 
likcii projecting altar, with a figure lying upon 
it. It /*^*.^ht be a tomb, an effigy he hushed 
hirapprehensions with this rapid conjecture, and 
cautiously approached the pale corpse that was 
resting there in Death’s ow» l^feep ! "It w&sHoo 
much like the lovely creaturdit had been, in its 
serene and perfectly exquisite depression, not to 
be mstaptly recognized. 

Oh God ! Eugenia!” ejaculated the prince, 
and throwing down the torch, he burst into pas- 
sionate tears and clasped the cold burthen to his 
breast. A shriek of horror a; d despair an- 
nounced the fearful certainty : — ^hut an old man 
laughed hysterically, and rushed* thlough the 
group that was crowding into thd apartment. — 

‘‘ Ha, ha, ha ! she is piine, give her to me ; 
it h; my child; fwill bave her, yofl shall not 
hold me ; devil and fiends of hell, don’t mock an 
aged man !” — And with these hideous words. 
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more hideous laughing and shouting, old 
Kemnat attempted to seize the corpse, and fell in 
strong convulsions at the prince’s feet. , 
Frederick fccovere^ his preseiice of nflnd in- 
stantly; and ordering the parent to be carried 
quickly into the open air, he himself*took up in 
his arms all that w^s mortal of a thiiiff ^livine^ 
We must^agine the rage of tlffe cithieas when 
the melancholy truth came ijfto open day. Tno 
peogle and the i^oldiers could scarcely re- 
strained froir tcaiiftg^thc* edifice down, and mal- 
treating th^j monks. These, ho^eVer, wer^ or- 
dered to secure their doors, and to rgnain within 
them until tilt pleasure of the elector should Be 
made known to them, 

* Ou ascending by the northern entrance, they 
were met by a group of soldiers, running at full 
speed: — “ They have escaped, they have es- 
caped ; the Courts of Luzelstcin have escaped hy* 
the mountaki.' 

“ Good God,' what is Hhis exclaimed the 
prince. 

“ We were on duty n^as th%* terrace on the 
east ; and suddenly two figure^ dreadful to look 
at, rose from the ground, like evil spirits^ we 
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were all terrified ; but as soon as they percewed*’ 
us, they sprang towards us, and striking to the 
right apd left with battle-axes, they forced their 
way tWfough tjie guard, ^nd we then saw that 
they were the two knighti^ of the Secret Tri- 
bunal that ‘his highness saw last nig^t."’ 

.. Cowgrds !” impatiently exclaimed Frede- 
rick, —i^torward to the pursuk, ^y brave fel- 
lows,’" said he, ad^lressing his immediate fol- 
lowehrs ; and leaving the sad -servants to q^rry 
the two litters, the soldiers,'* <and 'he priuice at 
the^’ head, l*ushed with lightning speed up to 
the northern gate. 

‘ It is useless to tell that the t^o counts had 
found themselves detained in the monastery pas- 
sage, for want of the keys ; and that they chose 
a favourable moment for their escape ; moreover, 
they effected it, for the prince^ returned from a 
vain pursuit. His anxiety rel^pecting the still 
undecided fate of Raffaello, perhaps reconciled 
him to deferring th«^ punishment he meant to 
inflict. 

- yrhe secret passage^ was, of course, searched ; 
and the door, at which poor Raffaello had knock- 
ed j;o furiously, and which had seemed to open 
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fts ^jiiws and swallow him alive, now gave up the 
dead ; for the first thing that the guide stumbled 
against, was the murdered Italian ! 

He and tlfD beautiful Eugenia.werc u^ed in 
death, nf ^they could ^ot be so in lifg one tomb 
contained tljcm, and was ever after\fards called 
the ‘ Lover's Grave.' Old Kcmnaf^T<3ver cynj 
pie tel y reci^cral his senses ; but he wandereS 
about harmlessly, and woijd sit whole days by 

tlK^sidc of his child's monument, deelarinff that 

• • • 

he waiting to see it change into the angel of 
the resurrection. The good clectof breath^ his 
last shortly after die interment of tlvj lovers; and 
file castle^ was long a scene of woe. I'lSe Car- 
melites were driven out, and the castle of Luzcl- 
stein levelled with the ground, the two counts 
having perished in the bursting of a mine beneath 
the tower wlijch they defended. 

\ ictory, however, called upon her favourife 
son ; mid*Fi%derick ^hastened to forget his sor- 
rows, in taking !he comfhand of the confederate 
German troops, to oppose an invasion of the 
Turks. 


THE END. 
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